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The Shepherds See the Star.
“«And there were in the same country shepherds watching, and keeping the nightAnd behold, an angel of the Lord stood by them, and the

watches over their flock,

brightness of God shown round about them, and they feared with a great fear, And
the angel said to them; Fear not;:for behold I bring you good tidings of great joy,
that shall be to all the people; For this day is born to you a Savior who is Christ the
Lord, in the city of David,”’ St. Luke 2;8-20,

S. Sil. C. Exponent
Vol. XII
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CLIFFORD STUHLMUELLER, ’17.
BOUT two thousand years ago the world was anxiously
awaiting the fulfillment of a remarkable prophecy. At
that time the different tribes of the globe were in a state

of ceaseless warfare. Mankind knew no law except the
law of selfishness. The standard of morality was
lowering its colors, and the glowing fires of brotherly
love were dying, their flickering flames gasping in the smoldering embers.
The God of Israel had been replaced by the golden calf, the virtue
of charity by vice of greed, and the light of peace by the darkening cloud
of Mars. The virtuous element of mankind recognized that this was

truly a sorrowful state of affairs.

When casting about for the remedy,

they recalled the words of the prophets.

coming had been fulfilled.

Yes, the condition of His

The world sighed for the Prince of Peace.

All the events that presaged His coming had transpired.

indeed was ripe.

The time

|

The world was awaiting the advent of this mighty Monarch, the

God-man who was pictured to come in the robes of a powerful king and

sway the sceptre over a countless nation. And while the people were
looking for Him in His royal state the Prince of Peace came into this

world, not rocked in the canopied cradle of the palace, but lying in the
crude manger of the stable, not attended by the luxuries of royal pomp

but ministered to under the watchful care of a Virgin.
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This was the long sighed for Redeemer.

In the quiet town of

Bethlehem was born the Prince of Peace. Amid the surroundings of
the lowly stable He came to replenish the smoldering fires of brotherly
love.
Heralded by the angels, He relighted this fire, He fanned
its flickering flames enkindled its power until it blazed forth into the
flames of Christian charity. He preached His sermon of love and bestowed upon mankind the greatest of all His blessings, ‘‘ Peace on earth,
to men of good will.”’
Through these mystic recesses of ages this fire of peace has brightened
the world by its glowing light. But as man advanced upon the path of
centuries, he tried to smolder this fire. He dimmed its beams which
were soon overpowered by the looming cloud of atheism.
In France

the revolution decreed that the law of Christianity should be replaced
by the insatiable cravings of the animal man. But this fire continued

to throw its feeble rays until in 1904, it died away. The religious were
driven from France, their property confiscated, their very presence
blotted out. Then it was that Viviani triumphantly exclaimed, ‘“‘We
have put out the light.” And his assertion went unchallenged.
And nowa titanic struggle has been instituted between the nations

of Europe.

The dogs of war have broken their leashes and the long

dreaded conflict has developed into the reality. The Briton, the Slav
and the Frank have united their forces to battle the powerful Teuton.
The merchant has left his emporium; the farmer, his unharvested fields;

the shepherd, his flock; and the student, his studies. All have united

their strength in a successful effort to replace the light of peace by the
ominous cloud of war. Four months have passed and no sign of cessation can be observed. When and how it will end no one knows.
Rome once ruled the world, but the empire which she established
was not built upon the foundations of brotherly love but upon the pillars
of warfare. The ties which bound it together were not those of Christian
charity, but the law of blood and conquest. Might was right and it was

folly to resist.

But without the cementing ties of love such an empire

could not retain its power.

Rome crumbled, decayed, and ruled no more.

And then came Napoleon. This great military genius dreamed of
an empire that would guide the universe. He crossed the Mediterra-

nean and conquered the barbarian; he dragged a colossal army over the
Alps and into the sunkissed hills of Italy. By the simple strength of his

personality, he led his mighty forces over the snowy carpeted fields of

Russia, and all—that he might rule the world. All thoughts of peace
were forgotten; his only law was the law of the sword. But he could not
last. Napoleon trembled, fell and died, leaving only the vestiges of a
once great nation.
And now several Napoleons have arisen to conquer the different

peoples of Europe.

Under the shadow of the Peace Palace, a most
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terrible battle is waging. The fires of peace have flickered and have
shone no more. The Vicar of Christ on earth fell a victim of grief. The

different kings, instead of being guided by principles of social charity,
were encouraged by the power of war. The doctrines of the Prince of
Peace have been trampled underfoot by all save one. The German
emperor, ‘‘Warlord”’ though he be called, recognized that to secure order
out of chaos, God must not be forgotten. He alone issued the command:

‘‘Go to your churches and pray.”
When and how will it end? God alone knows. It may last a year
or a decade of years, but of this we are certain: that the present conflict
will be continued as long as there is a man to fight. Even though one
big empire be formed, warfare will not cease. It is, ina way, a necessary
evil and can be eliminated only when the flames of brotherly love again

illumine the fields of Europe.

As long as the fires of Christian charity

are stifled, the form of a vulture and not of a dove will hang over the
domains of the Eastern Hemisphere. It is only when the light is restored
;
it is only when the ashes of the fires of ‘‘good will to men”’ are rekindled
;
it is only when the grasp for power is forgotten; it is only when the
guiding spirit of rulers is godliness and not selfishness,—it is then and

then only that a semblance of universal peace will prevail.
And as we are about to celebrate the commemoration of the advent

of Christ upon earth, let out thoughts wander back to the stable in
Bethlehem. Let us pray that the nineteen-hundred and fourteenth
anniversary of the birth of the Prince of Peace may hasten His second

coming in the form of the blessings of peace.

And just as the angels once

heralded His birth to the shepherds on the hillside, let us hope that they
may again descend upon this earth, singing ‘‘Peace on earth to menof
good will.”

Ww

EDWARD STUHLMUELLER, ’17.
<# OU have outgrown your childhood dreams and fancies.

|

your heart.

The jovial Santa Claus of those dream-days is only a
myth to you now. You hear no longer the jingling
of his bells; snorting reindeers no longer speed before
a youthful vision. The mystery of the chimney is
solved for you now; bulging stockings no longer thrill
Yes, you have lived those days.
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Then you were happy because of what you received.

The bountiful

toys linked you closer to your dream. The big red sled brought joy to
your eyes and an exclamation of surprise to your lips. You remember
well how you embraced the beautiful doll left for you. You even pinched
its dimpled cheeks and smoothed back its golden curls. Then Christmas
was one long day of happiness, and a jovial Santa Claus imparted that
happy spirit to you.

The cherished thrill of Christmas Day still snuggles lightly in
your breast. It is just as real as it was in your childhood days; yet
it yearns to spring from a different spirit.
The spirit of Christmas has followed you through your many trials
in life. Probably you have smothered it by your forgetfulness or selfish-

ness.

Still, you know it is more precious than the Santa Claus of your

childhood. That unextinguishable spirit rests dormant in your heart.
It burns like dying embers struggling to bestow the last ray of warmth.
It only awaits your acts of charity that it may burst forth and touch
other hearts, hearts that are burdened by cares. Truly,it is the giver—
the unselfish giver—who wins the Christmas spirit. Yes, it can be won
with material gifts, if part of you goes with them. Enclose the gift with
a case of love; bind it with the string of kindness. Human gratitude

will spread her broad wings and tenderly carry it. Make the giving
spirit a permanent trait in dealing with your neighbor. Practice it throughout the year. Scatter the seeds of happiness everywhere you go. Thus,
the spirit of a day will swell into a spirit of the year—ofa life time.

A precious volume of English literature contains this wholesome
passage:
‘‘Unlamented passed the proud away,
The gaze of fools, the pageant of a day.

So perish all whose breast never learned to glow
For other’s good, or melt at other’s woe.”’
The author’s thoughts gleam forth brilliantly. He studied the
hearts of men and found therein a strong trait of selfishness. He found
it to be difficult for man to forget this own disappointments and trials

in order to bring joy to others.
the spirit of Christmas.

He found an antipathy, as it were, to

Do you feel disappointed because Christmas is at hand? Does the
thought of exchanging gifts bore you? Do you swear to chastise the man
who greets you with a Merry Christmas?’’ I hope there are none of
us of such a pessimistic and selfish mind. The joys of the season will
only bring loneliness into your home, unless you are the giver. Your

home need not be a palace of stone.

Wealth cannot purchase the spirit

of joy. In its flight, the lofty spirit halts here and there. It seeks for
welcome in the mansion and in the tenement house. The forgotten
little tots of poverty yearn for your words of cheer. Ah! there is
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an ocean of gratitude awaiting you from those lips—lips that
have not
tasted the sweets of life. Give and it shall come to you.
While hastening to your office, have you not passed the shiverin
g
figure of a little boy? His chapped hands are jammed down in
his
trouser pockets. The dirty red sweater hangs loosely about his
neck
where the cold December winds find an entrance to chill his delicate
body. He darts here and there peering in at the tempting window
displays. Some of the panes are still coated with the hoary frost of
the
night. With his warm breath he tries to melt the frost. But the
air
outside is too cold. In his eagerness to admire the countless toys,
he
scratches a tiny peep hole on the glass. Yes, and little sister mustsee
,
too. So he gently lifts the huddled figure up to the peep-hole.
She
screams with joy. The little blue eyes sparkle as they never sparkle
d before.
Oh, my friends don’t pass them by. Stop! Yes, lift them up in
your.arms and press their tiny hands. Those dirty hands may feel like
the claws of sparrows to you. But they are God’s little creatures.
He
has not bestowed the gifts of this world upon them as He did upon
you.
The spirit of Christmas is searching for them, and you are its messeng
er.
Whisper words of good cheer in their ears. Fill their arms with the
toys
of their childish dreams. Climb the dark and narrow stairwa
y that
leads to their home. A sick mother begs for food and milk, not
for
herself, but for a new born child. The three Wise Men traveled
far
and long to offer their humble gifts at the feet of the Babe of Bethleh
em.
Imitate that spirit—the first Christmas Spirit among men.
Do not wait until your friends are gone. Open wide your heart.
Give them your love, your hope, your charity, your mercy, your
good
cheer. Give them, and the Spirit of Christmas will enter into your
life.

Your holiday season will be merrier than were the dreams of your childhood Santa Claus.
CRS

?

The Approach of Christmas
$

OOO

FRANK CULLEY, ’15.
eR JHE spirit of the season is upon us. We are forbidden to
be solicituous for the morrow, but we are not forbidden
to think of the morrow. Every man lives in three
mansions: the past, the present, and the future. Thus
=<
everything that is good comes to man in three ways:
ENE] anticipation, realization, and memory.
A child’s disposition has no dark side. It is attracted only by that
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which shines. Tomorrow isits heaven. It isnot so, however, with men.
Many of us look upon tomorrow only as the continuance of irksome

labor.

We view the future through the failures of the past.

But the

child, ignorant of failures, untouched by sorrow’s hand, sees the future
through the pleasures of the past. He feels the pleasure long before it

arrives.

Thus, the school year is endured in anticipation of the joys

of vacation.
Of all the days of expectation Christmas is by far the greatest.
is
It a star whose beams can be rivaled only by those of the star of Bethlehem. Some of us are so blind that we cannot see Christmas when it is

only a week away. But a child with a vivid imagination can see Christ‘mas months ahead. December has thirty-one days, but the first twentyfour are the longest of the year, the last week is a month; and the day
preceding Christmas is the longest day in a child’s life.
It is the mission of Christianity to foster and develop this spirit

of expectation.

Ruskin says that hope is the distinguishing characteris-

tic of Christianity. Christian faith always keeps our eyes upon the
future, and we are ever told to place our trust in God. It matters not

how great be our joy or happiness, we are told that still greater things

await us. Christ taught this spirit to his apostles. When they were
astonished at his miracles, he told them that they would perform great
things. When they experienced the joy of their first miracles, he told
them, ‘‘Greater things than these shall ye do.” And why should the
Divine Master not teach this doctrine? He, himself, was a child. He
would have men think only of the next world. He never spoke of sorrow,
of pain, or of death, without referring to the great joy beyond. He
never spoke of his own death or sorrow without referring to His glorious
resurrection. Christ, therefore, was a living example of expectation.
It is an interesting fact that the first Christmas was preceded by
thousands of years of anticipation. For centuries the Hebrews looked

forward for the first sign of the promised Redeemer.

They looked for

a man who would take from their shoulders the galling yoke of servitude,
and who would set all things right. Unlike the other nations, the Hebrews always kept the Golden Age before them.
It is no doubt this spirit of expectation which gave the Hebrews

such force of character. Their leaders often fell short of their expectations;

hostile nations often overran and trampled them under foot; but their
bright hopes for the future were never blurred. Their leaders in religion
were constantly falling short of their expectation, but they never ceased
to believe that one day a leader of men would come. ‘He has promised,
He shall not fail us,’ they told one another. This expectation of the

Redeemer was the only hope which led the Jewish shepherds to the
manger on Christmas morning.
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The King, heralded for centuries had come as foretold by the prophets.
He was born at Bethlehem. He grew up and lived in Nazareth. Men

were amazed at his wisdom. So great was His influence that His enemies
feared Him and put Him to death. But the influence, far from diminis
hing at His death, only increased. So today, over half the world
celebrates His birth and even the empires of the far East honor His name.
Christmas then, the birthday of the Redeemer, is the day when
our hopes are fulfilled. It is a day when the Expectation of Nations
‘arrived. Just as the Hebrews believed their hopes would be fulfilled
,
sO we are warranted in believing that greater things are in store for
us
both intellectually and morally. The nineteenth century was indeed
a
great century, the twentieth century is still greater, and the twenty-first
will be the greatest century of them all. We are warranted in believin
g
that our country will not follow the fatal course of pagan Rome. Weare
warranted in believing that we ourselves are advancing, and that
the
Star of Bethlehem still guide us as the shepherds of old.
In all this expectation shall we exclude our own individual self?
Ah no! Every one feels that he can do better. In other words, he
has
the spirit of expectation, Each new day brings fortha store of unexpected
things. Every brave heart looks forward to the morrow. Our Divine
Master left the earth saying that He would come again. He has come;
He is even now in our midst, but our spirit of expectation is not yet
fulfilled. We possess Him, indeed, but we look forward to the day
when He shall be ours for eternity. He is coming; He is here. He will
continue to come until the end of time, but the anniversary of His first
coming shall always fill our hearts of His creatures with a joy akin to
that of Heaven.

FRANCIS HOFFMAN, ’17.
JJHRISTMAS tide is here and I wonder at the blithe cherry
faces that I meet at every turn. At times I saunter out
just to meet the bright, laughing faces, just to imbibe a
little of this spirit so essential to the Christmas joys.
Often I catch myself musing on this wonderful enchanted
world, so transformed from sorrow and cares to joy and
happiness. I seek out a more quiet spot and wonder whether this
joy
is universal. I peep into every nook and corner; I look through
the
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windows as I pass by.

All I see is happiness, a great preparation for

festive splendor, and I am forced to conclude this is a universal joy, a
heaven on earth, a period of forgetfulness of the trials and miseries of
life, a lifting up of hearts to a taste of the better things.
I see the grand old man, with hoary head and feeble step, brighten

and glow with enthusiasm as he hums an old Christmas melody or spins

a merry Yule-tide harn. I see the shrivelled dame of four-score gathering
the little ones about her to rehearse the wonderful events of all those past

Yule-tides. I see the loving mother flurried in excitement anticipating’
the joys of Christmas Day when all will stand aroundthe tree and crib
happy as can be. I see the little child radiant in childhood and vigor,
blissfully ignorant of the trials and miseries of life, enthusiastic in this
gaudy season, eagerly expecting the Santa Claus, walking in a dream

of happiness.

How I envy the little tots!

In what a blessed simple

joy they revel and delight.
The great thoroughfares are crowded. There is the hustle and
bustle of some great event, the busy hum of voices, the peal of merry
Today
laughter. Everybody and everything smack of the season.
immaculate
and
beautiful
A
Christmas.
before
day
the
is already
snow early covers the earth with a crispy thickness, but soon this snow
is tramped to a thin layer of icy depth and the incessant hum begins
again. The great stores today are magnificent in their showiness.
Great sleighs and the merry chime of sleigh-bells add to the Christmas
enchantment. Can any one breathe this Christmas without enjoying it?
Today there is more eager expectation, more hustle, more happiness
than ever. At last evening is here, but the noise and turmoil does not
cease. It is late in the night and now there isalull, a time of sleep and
quiet.
Soon the solemn, joyous peal of the church bell, proclaiming the
birth of the Savior and the midnight mass, a sacrifice so redolent of
Christianity, a mighty homage to the Savior of the world. This Mass
over, the human side of Christmas begins. ‘‘Let no one think to dis-

parage this phase of the glorious feast day,” I think to myself, ‘‘for it is
through this we rise to God”. Oh, the gifts, the showers of favors and

kindness and love, the wealth of happiness that will be diffused about.

“Yes,”’ I whisper to myself, ‘‘all these blessings go to make the peerless

day of the year, and to add to this, it is all forChrist.”’
Would that this Yule-tide, this inspiring time, could persist in the
heart of mankind and expel all jealousy and rancor and petty bitterness
and selfishness. Would that the Great God so true a joy to mankind
the God that ravishes the hearts of all in the person of the little Babe

of Bethlehem, would possess all hearts in peace throughout the livelong
year. Would that in the strange vicissitudes of the coming year I could
meet the blithesome heart, the cheery word, the smiling countenance
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to spur me on. But lo! Let me surfeit in present happiness, not forestall the future miseries of the coming year.

I see the Christ Child coming in His crib, therefore I shall not want

the present year. I see a thousand heaving bosoms to bless the time
again, and I shall not sink to despair in death onearth. I will rise to
heavena little while; I will behold a smiling nation raptured with its
God. And what a joy to think it is the happiness of the saints that
possesses the people. It is not a base, sordid happiness. In truth, it
is a happiness fed by natural things, yet it rises to God. The great God,
the little Babe is the center of attraction. He beams with love and happiness and inundates the souls of all on earth with a great festive joy.

EE Hoerr, '17.
s]HRISTMAS is pereminently the season of cheer. Cheer
sparkles from the proud mansion; cheer beams from
the lonely cottage; cheer is depicted on every countenance. It ripples over the crisp air in a Merry Chris tmas; it pervades the air, is inhaled at every breath, is
=J portrayed in every step. It is cheerful to see the
blending of wealth and poverty, in strength and weakness, that this
season of joyful festivities brings about. The rich man forgets his
business worries, and in the natural outpourings of a cheerful heart

bestows gifts with profuse liberality.The Poor man casts to the winds

the troublesome thoughts of mere existence, and walks in a more elevated,
cheerier atmosphere.
This element of cheeriness has always been a distinctive mark of
the season. The first Christmas greeting, as in soft silvery tones is

filtered through the crisp midnight air and over the pastoral slopes of
far off Judea, was a message full of cheer. The silvery tones of the Angel
have reverberated down the ages, gathering in volume as they passed

along, and scattering their message of cheer. The echo was caught up
and reverberated through the Tusculan hills which still breathe of the
gentle St. Francis and his crib. The echo of the Tusculan hills found a
reecho in the English and German hills and yearly does this echo agument until now Christmas seem to be the only season of cheer.
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Christmas is particularly a season of cheer.

How cheerful it is to

see the reunions that are effected, the friendships that sealed, the enmities that are healed. The prodigal returns sure of a warm welcome,
for warmth and welcome beam forth from the aged father’s heart when
this season of cheer dominates his entire household. The wanderer, the
outcast, are embraced in all the fulness of a cheerful heart. Estrangements, envy, hate, all melt before the genial sun of cheerfulness, dispensing its warming rays over the cold earth, yea, putting warmth in the
heart’s blood of mankind.

O38

Christmas Thoughts
:

re
NicHoLas TAYLor, ’15.
HAT a discordant note will the Christmas festivities strike
in the world this year!

War, blood, destruction, and

race-hatred, like dark storm-clouds sweep across. the
heavens and obscure the light of that greater civilization which seemed about to dawn on the human race.
Higher and higher will rise the terrible war-cry until it
has shut out from men’s ears the message of peace that came with the
Angel’s tidings a score of centuries ago. ‘“‘Peace on earth to men of
good will!’” What a terrible mockery it will seem, as out from the
belfries of Christendom, the midnight chimes will ring their glad Noel!
Noel! while from the hearts of men come terrible refrain mingled with
the sound of shot and shell and the groans of the wounded and dying.
Peace is no more on the earth. It has fled from among men who are
breathing fire and savage hate.
And what will Christmas be in our own United States, in our own

dear America?

Like a ship-wrecked mariner in mid-ocean clinging

to a jagged rock, with heavy seas sweeping over him, and threatening
every moment to drag him down into the cruel gulf, so America, alone
of all the great world powers, is desperately clinging to her resolution
to give to that world an example of peace, of neutrality, of tender commiseration. It was our own Irving who said that Christmas makes
the whole world akin. But howcan the rulers of the nations flash to
each other their Christmas greetings this year, when their hearts are

consumed with destructive hatred for one another?
would such a message convey?

What meaning
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When the Prince of Peace was ushered into this world, the great
Roman Empire was at peace. Angel messengers announced His birth

to humanity in the person of lowly shepherds whose life is one of calm

and peace.

The subsequent life of the Messiah was one of meekness and

of divine forbearance with the failings of men.

Peace is the sweet

melody that was ever on His lips. It was His last testament tomankind:
“My peace I give unto you.”
Perhaps for one short week the men and the rulers who are thirsting
for each other’s blood and destruction, like wild beasts at bay, will cease

their bloody work, and with thoughts of love in their hearts will kneel

at the feet of the Christ-Child on Christmas day. Perhaps-for the moment they will forget their differences, and thinking only of the great

bond that unites all mankind into one great family, will flash to every

human heart a greeting of peace and of Christian joy.

But whatever

be the issues of this world-catastrophe, let us whom the Christ-Child
has favored with the blessings of peace, send forth our supplications to

Him that gentle Peace may return to earth and that the world may
see
again “‘those angel faces smile which it has loved long since and
lost
awhile.”’

Dh
AM
GERALD E. DunNNE, ’16.
3]/ HE greatest of all days, which have come and gone since
}

the creation, is that day on which the ‘“‘Word was made

flesh, and dwelt among us.’’ Christmas day is undoubtedly the greatest in the history of the human race. It
has always, through the long ages that lie between us
and the nativity morn, been celebrated by each succeeding generation in a manner peculiar to the time and nation. It ismost
fitting, indeed, that, in every age and in all climes, this feast should
be
celebrated with particular ceremony, since the fulfillment of the promise
of a Redeemer was all important to fallen man.
:
Through the long vista of years, each succeeding century has
preserved the time honored custom of gift-giving. The generosity of
the Magi in this regard struck a keynote in the human heart, and the
served as an impetus, setting a bounteous example, the spirit of which
as been carried out in all simplicity and without strain throughout the
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nineteen centuries which have preceded our dawn.

Our progenitors

seem to have caught the spirit of Magi. They seem to have understood better than we the spiritual significance of Christmas.
When Christmas had its spiritual significance born in mind, and
simplicity was the keynote of gifts and celebrations, the high and low,
the rich and poor, were alike able to enjoy the holy season. Today
conditions are far different. A discordant note has been violently
struck; something is radically wrong; the spiritual significance has
been all but forgotten. Even the message of the angel choir ‘‘and on
earth peace to men of good will” has been distorted. We do not know
whether this change has been brought about through forgetfulness, or
whether it was done intentionally, but nevertheless, at least ninety per
cent of our up-to-date literary men have the audacity when quoting
from St. Luke, ii chapter, 14th verse, to enclose in quotation marks
the following, mutilated from the above: ‘‘Peace on earth, good will
towards men.”’ Here, not only the spiritual but also the literal significance has been sadly missed.
The giving of presents, for instance, has exceeded the bounds of
reason. It has entirely changed the aspect of giving. Our forefathers
following the example of the Wise Men, gave spontaneously to benefactors, friends, and loved ones; they gave unselfishly and with a whole
heart. This beautiful practice of giving only to whom the heart suggested, has been changed, woefully changed, to the artificial and rigid
code of a mere exchange of presents.
Perhaps some of us are totally ignorant of the manner in which
preceding generations celebrated the season of Christmas. There may
‘be some who know little or nothing of the purpose the morality andmiracle plays were made to serve at Yule-tide, of the burning charity
of a St. Francis, and of the wonderful bounty of a queen St. Elizabeth.
This class of course, never having treated themselves to a peep into the
past in this regard, have never felt the balm of that savory atmosphere
nor inhaled that precious aroma which the old religious drama and the
bounty of Saints alone can produce. Such persons are incapable of
comparing the wholesome taste and customs of the past with the depraved

demands and practices of the present.

Such persons could not be ex-

pected to take the initiative toward enacting reforms.

Yes, indeed, the days of spontaneous giving have long since passed,

Each and every person who either aspires to social standing, or hopes
to retain that already attained, erects a mental clearing house, and
for weeks before the Christmas season are found nervously racking
their brain in a fearful attempt to sed to it that no one is overlooked.
This, in itself, is soul-galling. Presents are bought and labeled and
laid away, according to the number we expect to receive. A price is
paid for each and in accordance with the amount this or that friend usually
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spends upon the present we receive from them. Spool-boxes, inkstands,
pincushions, silver pen-holders, and hundreds of other unnecessary and
undesirable bits of rubbish are given and received in this mechanical

and spititless way year after year.

Something is certainly wrong.

Whywill they insist on sending presents to folks who do not want to
receive them? When will this miserable custom of giving, because we
have received, be stopped? When will this mutual loading up with
trash conie*to an end? How much longer is it going to take the light-

minded public to understand that we do not contract an obligation to
give, by receiving? If the donor has given with the proper spirit, he .
will expect nothing in return; if he has been prompted by an improper
motive, his gift is an unworthy one and deserves no attention.
Each year this detestable custom is growing. More ‘“‘debts”’ are
being incurred, and more closet shelves are being stacked with presents
which have been a bore both to the donor and to the recipient. Such

mode of action, instead of being a celebration of the holy season, is an
abuse; and when we behold the spiritual and aesthetic decadence it has
wrought, we are forced to say most emphatically it is time to call a halt.

The buying of these innumerable presents and the preparation of
the great social event, has created evils that burden the toiler, that

cause a sudden rush which overworks the vast majority of people.

Ex-

pressmen cannot feel enthusiastic over Christmas; they actually scowl
at the mere mention of it. Thesame can be said of letter-carriers. These
poor fellows begin to lament the approach of Christmas long before the
month of December sets in. Dressmakers and clerks turn sick at the
thought of Christmas. It seems that ever shopper, no matter what
her disposition may be at*other seasons of the year, grows sharptongued and impatient when the holiday rush is on. Everybody wants.
this or that article, and they all want to be waited on at the same time.
After one or two weeks of long, fatiguing hours, catering to the de~
mands of peevish shoppers, the jaded clerk and the weary postman are

in no mental or physical condition to enjoy Christmas.

Notwithstand:

ing its beauty and its hallowed associations, these overworked people
have formed a positive dislike for Yule-tide, and they cannot be blamed.While the problem of recalling the lost spirit of the Christmas sea-

son may seem complex, it is not at all impossible to solve. In truth,
is is not even difficult. Good will is, above all other things, essential
in making Christmas joyous and peaceful. The angel choir never proclaimed peace on earth to anyone and everyone, but rather, it plainly
stated a certain provision under which this peace could be obtained.
That provision was, that we on our part have good will. Let our will
be right, and that peace which the world cannot give will follow. This
is what is meant by understanding the spiritual significance of Christ-

mas.
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Again, we are not denouncing the custom of gift-giving; we do not
propose to knock the props from under a custom so long and so wisely
established. No, indeed; rather let us remember the Magi bearing
their gifts, and the spirit in which they gave them. Let us live the
Christmas season in an unselfish manner; let us be pleasant, kind and
agreeable to all those we chance to meet; let us be charitable to the
poor; and, in a word, let each one put on the spirit of gladness and let
it radiate from his soul. By so doing we will wipe out the ugly stain
which has marred the beauty of the twentieth century from the time
of its infancy. Thus will we be able to hand down to the coming generation, Christmas customs as unstained and immaculate as we have
received from our sires, and practices which in the future will be a credit
to ourselves and to our time.

Francis THOEN, 717.

HRISTMAS wasa time of joy for all, but especially was it

a time of joy for the little children of the country village.
The bell from the village belfry rang out cheerily on
Christmas morn calling all the little ones to the hall.

.

RY

How happy they felt as they stepped out of the door

EEE
to see the earth covered with snow glistening like a bed
of diamonds in the sunshine. The wind blew briskly as the happy little

group pushed its way through the new fallen snow to the church hall.
All around them they heard the jingling of sleigh bells mingled with the
merry laughter of the passers-by. Their youthful hearts were flooded
with delight as they came within sight of the hall. Faster and faster

they walked until they stood before the modest little building which
appeared so radiant in its covering of sunshine and snow.
‘‘A sweet merry Christmas to all’’ were the first words they heard
on entering. A huge tree bedecked with toys and playthings and sweets
of all kinds, and over all the beautiful light from the hundred little
candles met their eyes. Casting a glance about the hall they were
struck with amazement and looked with open-mouthed wonder at all

the beautiful things.
holly and mistletoe.

The walls were festooned with rich garlands of
The windows were partly obscured by large and

familiar pictures of old Santa Claus with his broad smile and rosy cheeks
looking cheerfully down upon all as if to say “A merry Christmas to
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you all.’’ In another corner of the room, they beheld the fire-place
in which a huge log blazed brightly, sending forth its genial warmth,
while around it hung stockings filled to overflowing with most beautiful

Christmas gifts.

‘‘Who did this?’’ they asked in childish simplicity.

“Why, Santa Claus did, of course”’ answered the school mistress. “He
came down through the chimneya short time ago, filled your stockings
and hurried off to visit other good little children.”
Some time before Christmas these children had all written a letter
to Santa Claus, telling him all the things they would like to have. The
teacher had collected these letters and said she would send them to
Santa Claus’ office.
So examining the stockings by the fireplace they
found all the things they had asked for. One little girl drew forth a
beautiful baby doll with golden locks and fair blue eyes which looked into
hers and seemed to say ‘‘A merry Christmas to you.’’ Another little
girl drew forth a sewing box. What was she going to do with it? She
knew. Her mother was poor and did sewing. She would assist her
mother after this and thus help to earn a few pennies. A little lad on
looking into his stocking which was rather crowded, spied the carpenter’s
tool chest he had so longed for. His joy was now complete. “He would
make all sorts of nice things,’”’ he said.
One gift after another was taken out, and at every new appearance
a shout of joy went forth. Nobody in all that village felt so happy as
these little children. The stockings were not empty when one little
lad saw a letter on the face of which was a picture of Santa Claus. Eagerly
taking it out and breaking the seal, he read it. It ran thus:
“Santa Claus’ office, Dec. 25. Now my little friend your teacher
tells me you studied very diligently, your tasks were well made. A
merry Christmas to you with a wish of success for the coming months
of school.”
The hall resounded with the merry laughter of the little ones whose
hearts bubbled over with joy, and now and then could be heard, “Santa
Claus was very good to me this year.”” The whole morning was spent in
viewing all the Christmas gifts. But that wasn’t all.
Santa Claus had prepared a Christmas dinner such that they had
never eaten before. The chairs about the table were soon occupied.
The table presented a peculiar scene to these simple children. A huge

turkey lay on a platter on whose breast was a picture of Santa Claus.
Cranberries were plentiful, great dishes of candy and cake were all about
the table. The dinner was certainly relished and the joy of the children
could hardly be imagined. Having finished their Christmas dinner,
they rose and sang a beautiful song of thanksgiving to Santa Claus for

all his Christmas gifts and then prepared to depart.
happiest children in all the world.

They were the

Home they skipped as gay as larks
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anxious to communicate their joy to their parents and show them their
rich presents.
Now who was this Santa Claus? Who made these children feel so
happy? A wealthy business man in town had heard of the poverty of
this country folk and was moved by the story of these unfotunates,
Opening his purse he gave a handsome sumof money for their benefit.
This was surely a noble deed. How many more children the world

over could be made to feel happy on that day, the most joyful of the
whole year, if a few more of our more wealthy brethren would open their
purses. And then, rich and poor alike, would be able to enjoy themsleves
on that great day, the poor because of the charity of the rich, and the rich
because of the feeling of satisfactory of having made someone else happy.

eoeescou,

°°
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Christmas Lives On.-

JosepH W. Evans, ’16.
Ss] F all the holidays that are celebrated in our country or
any other country of the civilized world, not one is’as
universally observed as Christmas. No other holiday
instills so much gladness and felicity; no other day
enlivens the heart of every Christian so much as this
majestic festival of Christmas. Regardless of national

ity, vocation or condition in life, the coming of Christmas affects every
individual in some manner. One may deny the very existence of God
and yet be influenced by this annual feast.
For the religious it is a time of joy and happiness, of fervor and pious
meditation, of interior peace and good will; for the sinner it is a time of
confession and reparation; for the rich, a time of gift giving and charity;
for the poor, a time of hope, resignation, and consolation in the thought
that the King of kings was Himself born in environments as poor as
the poorest. For both parents and children, it is a time of love and

devotion to our Savior as
a child.

In fact, it is a time of rejoicing for

every one, for the same reason that the shepherds rejoiced on that first
Christmas day, for Christ was born for our salvation as well as theirs.

Every person, place and thing, all nature itself, seemingly suggest

these sentiments of love, of deep feeling and kinship that previal at this
holy season. Even for the atheist, denying the very existence of Him
whose nativity we celebrate, the season has a meaning, for it annually
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proves him the falsity of his belief and strikes him with pangs of shame
and fear.

But why does Christmas live on?

Why is Christmas annually

celebrated with increased fervor and joy, while other holidays fall into
oblivion. Why is it above all other feasts, looked forward to with
such joyous expectation, and annually controls the spirit of all civilization as long as any true civilization exists?
To any Christian these questions need no answers. The Christian
invariably answers ‘“‘ Because it is both a holy day and a holiday common

to all peoples, because of the nature, source and motive of its celebration,
and the annual repetition of that divine message to mankind, ‘Gloria
» 99
in excelsis Deo, et in terra pax hominibus bonae voluntatis’.

rsa
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CLIFFORD STUHLMUELLER, ’17.
R. URBANITE, have you ever gotten that itchy feeling
about the heart? Have you ever experienced that tired
sensation that makes you feel like getting out into the .
open and taking a whole carload of God’s pure air in
one big breath? Coming home from the office at night |
there’s a drooping step in your walk. You find your
wife in a bad temper. After supper you send Tommy and Jimmie to

bed and then settle down to read.

Do you pick up the Bible or the In-

stallment Catalogue? No; you've discarded their thumbed pages long
ago. It’s the real estate book that now holds your attention.

_You and your wife examine their alluring pages and dream of a nice
lot out in the suburbs, a pretty cottage, a flowery yard, and a dainty
garage. Yum-yum! but those are pleasant dreams. But alas and
alack! they are doomed for a sudden awakening. The lady in the flat
next door starts to practise her b-e-a-u-t-i-f-u-l voice, accompanied by

a dollar-down-and-the-rest-till-you-die piano.

She can’t help it because

her voice sounds like a cross between a dog fight and a railroad wreck.
You’re a sick man; your wife is sick. You’re both contracted “‘suburbanitis’’ and you need a real estate agent to cure you.
Now don’t fret. Probably you did make the old baby carriage of*
Tommy’s do for Jimmie as well. But you needn’t buy that next year’s

model of the Gas-o-car.
necklace for Xmas.

You needn’t buy your wife that diamond

Of course she may shed a few tears on your manly
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bosom. But it’s only after she finds out that you’ve absolutely decided
not to get that necklace that the real trouble will begin. She may call
you a negligent husband and sob it out that you do not love her the same
as you did the week after your were married. But take it all in very
meekly and the storm will pass away. Besides, it will be another payment on the harp and pair of wings that are waiting for you.

Now, as regards your summer vacation.
City just because the Joneses go there.

You needn’t go to Atlantic

The Joneses are richer than you

are, and Mrs. Jones has more gowns to show off than Mrs. Urbanite.
Morover, Mr. Jones has to go some place to get all that campaign liquor
out of his system that he imbibed last fall. No, Mr. Urbanite, you’re to
settle down to the simple life. Instead of indulging in all those different
luxuries, buy that little lot out in Suburbavon that you have been dreaming about.
Of course, don’t get too enthusiastic about living out where the sun
shines. The book says that the lot is beautifully situated, that is has
ready access to the car, line that the streets are paved, sewers put in, and
all modern conveniences are at hand. You know Mr. Sell-em-Quick
has been after you for the last three months. He’s giving you a good
proposition, but you can takea little time to think it over.

Go out again and take another look at the place. Those brick
buildings about three squares from your lot may be a glue factory instead of school buildings. And that car line just at your front door?
The book says that the cars pass every five minutes. Make sure about
it. It may be twenty-five.
And the house that you are going to build? That little bungalow
type makes a pretty appearance. But then there are only three rooms
downstairs and one upstairs. Remember that Tommy will soon want
a room of his own and Jimmie will need a nursery. Besides, you have
a long German name and you are an ardent follower of the principles of
Teddy Roosevelt. Moreover, there’s a motto hanging in the kitchen,
“The More, the Merrier.”’
True, after everything is concluded and you’ve paid the second

installment on the house and lot, you settle down to enjoy life. But
suburban life doesn’t run along like a song. You'll have to get up every
morning and makea fire in the furnace.

You’ll have to run to catch

the car and then the sleepy motorman may not see you.

And when you

leave in the morning, Mrs. Urbanite is sure to give you that little piece
of gingham—yes the one with the red polka dots that you are to match

to the piece which your wife saw in the window at the department store.
And you'll forget the whole thing and be forced to make another trip
downtown.
The dog next door will howl all night. But don’t lose your temper
about it. You can’t hit him with all the shoes in the family and the

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT

407°

pesty thing doesn’t understand your style of profanity. Moreover,
there are four other dogs in the neighborhood who'll help him out if

he gets tired.
Your neighbor’s chickens will find your garden an ideal scratching

place.

The milkman is sure to come around late and all the roosters

within a radius of a mile will begin to crow about three a. m.
But let us examine the other side of the question. There’s the garden
in the back yard, flowers and vines in front of the house.
You will
enjoy the seclusion that makes real home life what it is.
'
There are no inquisitive busybodies in the flat next door to find out all

about your family affairs.

You won’t be compelled to make a dozen

explanations a day why the piano mover took your piano away. The
neighbors next door will understand that you gave to the “Society for

the Christianization of Heathens,’’ and won’t ask any further questions.
And if perchance you took too many high balls at the boilermakers’ banquet, there won’t be any flats to mix you up. You'll have a long way
to drag those tired feet of yours. But when it comes to getting home,
it’ll be ‘Safety First”’ all right, and you’ll vote yourself dry.
Out in the suburbs you are away from the smoke and dirt of the
city. The bustle of the crowded thoroughfare is eliminated and no
noisy huckster will practise the ‘‘ Anvil Chorus” in front of your residence,
There are no neighboring factories to give off a shower of smoke and soot,
and you needn’t go down to central Park to catch a glimpse at a sign
?
marked ‘‘Keep of the Grass.
You can send Tommy to school and he won’t return looking like

he has been rumaging in all the alleys for squares around. Tommy
and Jimmie will grow up as big strapping fellows, nourished by the
blessing of God’s pure air. Above all, there is the satisfaction of owning
your own home even if all the installments have not been paid. Mr.
Urbanite, is suburban life worth while? Think it over.
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The Christmas Snow.

See what a pure, soft robe hath Nature
spread
About the living and above the dead,
Wrapping us all within its ample folds!
And while I think of the dear dead it
holds,

So close to me alive, I hardly know
How not to greet them through the whispering snow:
But feel the Christmas greetings passing
there,

Like snowflakes floating in the peaceful air.

Should wrap your hearts so close that
never jar
Of the world’s care or grief can enter in,

But only love to keep you pitiful,
And faith and hope to keep you strong and
true;

““A Merry Christmas” and “A Glad New
*YCar:

I wish you all, and may God’s exceeding
love
Enfold you close, until his tender hand

Shall lead you safely home to love’s own
land!
—Selected.

We, who to-day are thinking of our dead,
How deep the snows are lying o’er their
head;
How dimly we may dream them near, or

see
The meaning of their silent mystery.
Too faintly still we whisper through our
grief:
“‘Lord, I believe; help thou my unbelief!”
Too deaf our ears to their still yearning
voice,—
“‘As thou has loved me, so will thou rejoice!
gs

Yes, we who keep the festival to-day
With sadness that we cannot drive away,

Let us be happy, too, and inly sing
Like birds from empty nests, but on the

wing
To fairer climes, who, as they sing and

fly,
Feel warmer breezes ever drawing nigh,—

_See summer skies as swifter on they roam,
“And know that just beforeis peace, and
rest, and home.

Mrs. Louise Parsons (Stone) Hopkins.
A Christmas Wish.

What blessing can I wish you, O my
friends,

Save that the joyful calm of Christmastide

A Christmas Carol.

O lovely voices of the sky,
That hymned the Savior’s birth!
Are ye not singing still on high,
Ye that sang, ‘’Peace on earth?”
To us yet speak the strains,
Wherewith, in days gone by,
Ye blessed the Syrian swains,
O voices of the sky!

O clear and shining light, whose beams
That hour of Heaven’s glory shed
Around the plains and o’er the streams,
And on the shepherd’s head;
Be near through life and death,

As in that holiest night
Of Hope and Joy, and Faith,
O clear and shining light!
O star which led to Him, whose love -

Brought down man’s ransom free,

Where art thou?—’midst the hosts above,

May we still gaze on thee?
In Heaven thou are not set;
Thy rays earth might not dim;—

Send them to guide us yet!
O star which led to Him!
—Mrs. Hemans.
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Christmas Tide
Heap on more wood!—the wind is chill;
But let it whistle as it will,

To have tended the holy child!
Hush! such glory was not for thee,
But that care may still be thine;

We'll keep our Christmas merry still.
Each age has deemed the new-born year

For are there not little ones still to aid
For the sake of the Child divine?

The fittest time for festal cheer;

Are there no wandering pilgrims now,

And well our Christmas sires of old

To thy heart and thy home to take?
Are there no mothers whose weary hearts
You can comfort for Mary’s sake?
—Adelaide Procter.

Loved when the year its course had rolled,

And brought blithe Christmas back again
With all its hospitable train,
Domestic and religious rite
Gave honor to the holy night;
On Christmas eve the bells were rung,
On Christmas eve the mass was sung;
England was merry England when
Old Christmas brought his sports again.
*Twas Christmas brewed the mightiest ale,
*Twas Christmas told the merriest tale;
A Christmas gambol oft could cheer

The poor man’s heart through half the
year.
—Sir Walter Scott.
Our Epiphany.
What tho’ we cannot with the star-led
kings

Adore the swaddled Babe of Bethlehem,
Behold how sweetly Benediction brings
A new Epiphany denied to them.
The Mary Mystical ’tis ours to see
Still from His crib the little Jesus take,
And show him to us on her altar-knee,
And sing to him to bless us for her sake,

Shall we the while be kneeling giftless
there?
In loving faith a richer gold shall please;
A costlier incense is the humblest prayer;

Nor less the myrrh of penitence than
these.
And there between us holy priesthood
stands,

Our own St. Joseph, with anointed hands.
—Rev. Edmund Hill, C. P.

A Desire.
Oh, to have dwelt in Bethlehem
When the stars of the Lord shone bright!

To have sheltered the holy wanderers
On that blessed Christmas night;
To have kissed the tender, way-worn feet
Of the Mother Undefiled,

And with reverent wonder and deep delight
:

Christmas.
It is Christmas in the forest where the
softly falling snow
Seems to touch with benediction the waiting earth below.
The long slim fingers of the wind upon the
barren trees,
Play Nature’s Alleluia in a multitude of
keys;
And bird and beast they wake alike to join
a common note,

And swell the reverend carol that wells up
from Nature’s throat.
There is music in the woods, through the
paths be yet untrod,
When all the world goes singing at the
birthday of its God.
—Anonymous.
December.
White month, whose stars fall showering

from the skies,
Turning to snowflakes in the frosty air,
We love thee, not alone that thou art
fair,
Shining upon us with innumerous eyes,
Of earth as heaven; since, too, underlies

A milky way—holding within its snare
The Summer’s Flora, folded now with

care,
And brimming with new stars for Spring’s
surprise!
But, also ’tis, that one supreme star—
The star that taught the shepherds best
to sing,
And by its watchful, holy ministering

Led unto truth the wise men from afar—
Concentrates its rare brightness in thy
zone,
And makes the Child-King ours;

our

very own!
—Mrs. Mary Barker Dodge.
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CLIFFORD STUHLMUELLER, ’17.
*This paper won ‘‘ The Rev. Bernard J. Kulhman Prize for American History.”” The Rev. Bernard
J. Kuhlman, D. D., Catholic Chaplain at the Dayton National Military Home, is the donor of an annual
cash prize of $25 for the best essay in American History. The subject is assigned by the reverend donor,
The contest is open to all the students of the College Preparatory and Collegiate Departments. The
esssay must show original research work and throw light on subjects of American History, especially such
as are disputed today. The paper published in this December number won the First Annual Prize, June,
1914. Its length, approximating 16,000 words, necessitates the division of the paper into three parts, of
which the present article is the third.
.

Le HE admiral first proceeded to the Portuguese fortress of
esi}

Islands.

Arzilla, to help the garrison against an attack of the
Moors.(1) Finding that the Moors were unsuccessful,
he left Arzilla, and on May 20 reached the Great Canary
Island. Leaving this island, he successfully crossed the
Atlantic, and on June 15, 1502, arrived at the Caribbee
Columbus then visited the Antilles and Porto Rico, and soon

set out for San Domingo.
The Admiral arrived at San Domingo just as Bobadilla, Roldan and
others were setting out in a magnificent fleet bound for Spain. He
asked shelter in the harbor but was refused by Ovando. The great
discoverer had been commanded by his Sovereigns not to enter the harbor
San Domingo, but the condition of his vessels were such that necessity

demanded it. Although refused entrance in the harbor, Columbus
warned Ovando and Bobadilla of the approach of a hurricane. Bobadilla did not heed this warning, and consequently, he, Roldan, and nearly
the whole fleet went down upon the troubled sea, thus ending a wicked life

with a sudden and unprepared death.

Columbus, his fleet and all his

men were saved from the fury of the waves by his great knowledge of
navigation.

Columbus being cruelly refused solace at San Domingo, set out in
a southwestern direction, discovered the islands now known as the Bay

Islands, and soon after touched the coast of Honduras where the present
town of Truxillo is situated.(2) On Sunday, Aug. 14, 1502, he and his
crew landed, but were immediately compelled to seek shelter in the ships

by the fury of an approaching storm.

On the following Wednesday,

they landed at a small river fifteen leagues east of Truxillo, where Columbus took possession in the name of the Spanish crown. (Columbus, in

this voyage, passed along the Atlantic side of the Isthmus of Panama
from the northwest to the south east, that is in the direction of South
American continent.)
(1) Letter of Columbus, dates May 24, 1502.
(2) Navarette.
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The great discoverer now coasted along the shore upon a rough sea.
At this time he was taken seriously sick and often at the point of death.

On Sept. 14, 1502, he reached the present promontory of Cape Gracias a
Dios, continuing to cruise along the shore which is now known as the

“Mosquito Coast.”
Columbus and his sailors were now in a bad plight.

The men were

sick and fatigued, the ships in a bad condition, and the sailing was often
perilous. On Sept. 15, several men were lost in the river which the great
discoverer called Rio de Desastre. Continuing to along the shore,
they reached a sheltered bay, which owing to its delightfulness was given
the name La Huerta. Near this bay was the India city of Cariay.
Here they made friends with the Indians who had invited them to come
ashore. They did so, and when about to leave, Columbus captured

two of the natives whom he took as interpreters. (1)
The fleet left Cariay on Oct. 5, and continued to explore the coast
of what is now Costa Rica. Columbus then entered the Bay of Caribaro.
(This bay is just south of the Nicaragua River.) Here he learned from
the Indians of the existence of a place where there was gold in abundance.
This place was Veragua, twenty-five leagues to the interior.(2) The
natives who greeted them, wore large bands of gold about their necks.
This naturally excited the.cupidity of the Spainiards. But Columbus
would not stop for gold as he was desirous of finding the coveted strait
and passage to the Pacific Ocean.(3) Says Irving: ‘Nothing could

evince more clearly his generous ambition, than hurrying in this brief
manner along a coast where wealth was to be gathered at every step, for
the purpose of seeking a strait, which, although it might produce a great
benefit to mankind, could yield little else to himself than the glory of

the discovery.’’(4).
On Oct. 17, the squadron began to cruise along the coast of what was

afterwards called Veragua.

Here were supposed to be the rich gold

fields of whichthe Indians had spoken. Here the natives at first were
hostile to the Spaniards, but Columbus soon won them over. Continuing his journey, the Admiral passed the Catiba River and the town of

Veragua, until he came in sight of the village of Cubiga.

The Admiral

did not stay here to secure the abundance of gold, of which they had,
spoken, but hastened toward the South American end of the Isthmus in

order to find a passage to the Pacific Ocean to make possible a cruise
around the world through the Orient.

On Nov. 2, the fleet anchored in the bay which Columbus called
Puerto Bello, the name it still retains. But storms began to trouble the
sea, and soon the vessels were in a leaky condition. Passing Point
(1)
(2)
(3)
(4)

Tarducci’s ‘Life of Columbus,” Vol. 2, chap. 18, p. 245.
Fernando Colombo, cap. xcii.
Fernando Colombo, cap. xcii.
Irving’s ‘‘Life and Voyages of Columbus,’’ bk. 15, chap. 4.
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Nombre de Dios and Puerto de Bastimentos, the sea became so rough
that on Nov. 23, they were compelled to put in at the harbor which
Columbus called El Retrete.(1)
The Admiral now despaired of finding the desired passage, (the
place where he judged it to be, is in the neighborhood of the present

Panama Canal) and therefore sailed on his return voyage to Veragua.
Dec. 5. He was thus sailing along the Atlantic side of the Isthmus in
the direction of the North American Continent.
Now began a time of suffering for the crew of the battered fleet.
Storms were continually raging; the men had very little of no clothing;
All were fatigued and in an unhealthy physical condition. Finally, they
were menaced by a water spout which luckily passed over them. The
coast on which most of these dangers were experienced, the great discoverer named La Costa de los Contrasres.
At last, on Epiphany Sunday, 1503, the battered fleet reached the
river Belem. A little to the westward was the Veragua River. (These

rivers are all on the north-eastern coast of the Isthmus between the
present Gulf of Chriqui and the Charges River.) Columbus, having
been convinced of the great value of the province of Veragua, determined
to establish a settlement on the river Belem. But the natives under
their chief Quibian, when they saw that a colony was to be founded by
the Spaniards, became very jealous and holtile toward the invaders

upon whom a general attack was planned.

Diego Mendez, a faithful

friend of the Admiral, with only one companion, went into the interior

to learn the plans of the Indians.
He returned and advised an immediate attack. The Spaniards
then captured Quibian, but after a short captivity he escaped from them.
The Indians now began a furious war upon the unwelcome guests, until
finally Columbus had to abandon the settlement, but not until he had
lost a number of his men. These loses began to make the Admiral
despondent, but again, as he says in his journal, he was encouraged by
the grace of God.(2)
Columbus now had but two leaky vessels and in these he followed

the coast in the direction of the South American Continent until Cape
Tiburon was reached. Here he left the mainland and set out for Hispanlola, May 1.) The gulf Stream, however, carried them to the west
of their destination, and after a rough and perilous voyage, in which the
worm-bored ships were becoming worse and worse, the Admiral finally

reached Cape Cruz of the Island of Cuba.

Here some cassava-bread

was obtained from the natives. Realizing the impossibility of reaching
Hispaniola, the Admiral shaped his course toward Jamaica. On June
23, the weather-beaten vessels reached Puerto Bueno, (now Dry Harbor).
(1) Its present name is Escribanos. (Navarette)
(2) See Markhams ‘‘Life of Columbus.’’ Ch. 13. p. 266.
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On the Jamaican coast at Puerto San Gloria, a few leagues east of Puerto
Bueno, the ships were run upon the dry beach and the holds abandoned.
The only shelter afforded the Spaniards were the few huts which they

had built upon the decks of the ships.

Through the tact of Diego Men-

dez, the refugees were able to secure a supply of food from the Indians.
But would the fickle and capricious natives continue to supply them?
Realizing the seriousness of the situation, Columbus saw that he

would have to send a messenger to San Domingo. This trip of one
hundred and twenty miles would have to be accomplished ina frail
canoe. The Admiral asked for volunteers. None responded. Finally,
Diego Mendez spoke, “Sir, I have but one life to lose, yet I am willing
to venture it for your service and for the good of all here present, and
I trust that God, our Lord, viewing the intention by which Iam directed,
will preserve me as he has often done before.’ (1)
Mendez set out, but being attacked by Indians had to return. He
then made a second attempt accompanied by Bartholomew Fieschi.
Finally, after a weary trip they reached Xaragua. Here a report was
made to Ovando. Thiscruel wretch refused to send succor to Columbus
and ‘‘deliberately left one hundred and thirty Spaniards to starve at
Jamaica, in the expectation that his own private interests might thereby

be advanced.’’(2)

In the meantime, the poor refugees at Puerta San Gloria were
suffering from sickness and hunger. A mutiny arose under Francisco
de Porras, who left Columbus and committed many outrages upon the
Indians. Finally Bartholomew Columbus subdued the rebels who
who were then pardoned by the humane Admiral.
At this time the natives refused to bring food, but Columbus terrified them bya curious strategem. Knowing the night of an eclipse,
Columbus foretold its approach and convinced the Indians that it was
a sign of God’s displeasure at their conduct. Henceforth food was
brought at regular intervals.(3)
Diego de Escobar now arrived from San Domingo. He brought a
letter to the great discoverer from Ovando, and after delivering it set
sail, offering succor to the hapless men in the form of a bottle of wine
and a cut of bacon.(4) Escobar was merely sent as a spy by Ovando

who wished to discover whether Columbus was still alive.

No aid was

sent to the refugese because the comendador (Ovando) knew that if
Columbus reached Spain alive, he would be relieved of his power in

Hispaniola which would be conferred upon the Admiral.

But let us

consider the administration of Ovando. Fain would I close the book
of his rule at Hispaniola but the sequence of ideas and the historical

deductions make an examination necessary.
(1)
(2)
(3)
(4)

Las Casas—Fernando Colombo.
Markham’s ‘“‘Life of Columbus.” Ch. 14, p. 275.
Fernando Colombo, cap. ciii. Las Casas.
Tarducci; Knight; Irving; Las Casas; Markham.
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Ovando, as Comendador, had complete control over the Spanish
colonies. He and his soldiers had considered Hispaniola a land of mild
and honey, where the gold was waiting to be claimed by an owner;
where, in a few months, riches and plenty were to be secured. But
they were sadly mistaken. The gold was there, had to be gotten by

long and tedious toil, and this demand of labor they could but would
not supply. Naturally the thought of enslaving Indians arose.
The helples. 1 it'ves were captured and compelled to work in the
mines. Their d “.v -ustenance consisted of cassava-bread and roots
of plants. Many c. them died; others tried to escape and were hunted
down like dogs and condemned to more arduous labor. All this was
done by the orders of the Comendador. Some of the poor wretches
after serving their time were allowed to return to their homes which
were generally from sixty to eighty leagues distant. In this weakened
condition, the journey often overtaxed their strength and the road was
strewn with the dead and dying.(1) Those w'ic reached the once happy
homes found a scene of desolation, and hence many were compelled to lie
down and die on their own doorsteps.
“Tt is impossible,” says Irving, “‘to pursue any further the picture
drawn by the venerable Las Casas, not of what he had heard, but of
what he had seen. Nature and humanity revolt at the details. Suffice

it to say, that so intolerable were the trials and sufferings inflicted upon
this weak and unoffending race, that they sank under them, dissolving,
as it were from the face of the earth. Many killed themselves in dispair,
and even mothers overcame the powerful instinct of nature, and destroyed
the infants at their breasts, to spare thema life of wretchedness. Twelve
years had now elapsed since the discovery of the island, and several
hundred thousand of its native

inhabitants had perished, miserable

victims to the grasping ambition of the white man.’’(2)
Ovando next captured the queen Anacoana whom he hung. He even
descended so low as to burn alive a great number of the Indian chiefs.(3)
The atrocities committed by the Spaniards were so great that the Vener-

able Las Casas says, ‘‘All these things and others revolting to human
nature, I saw, and I saw them with my own eyes; and now I hardly
dare relate them, almost tempted not to believe them myself, and to

think they occured ina dream.’’

But let us leave the bloody tyrant and

turn to the great discoverer.
Columbus and his ship-wrecked sailors had now waited a year for
the long desired succor. Finally, after this long vigil, two vessels arrived, one commissioned by Mendez, the other by Ovando who had been
compelled to do so by the righteous indignation of the colonists. The
Admiral set sail immediately, and on Aug. 13, 1504, reached San Domin(1) Las Casas, Hist. Ind. lib. ii. cap. 14.
(2) Irving’s ‘‘Life of Columbus,” bk. xvii, ch. i.
(3) Herrera, dec. i., cap. 5.
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go. Here he was joyfully received by most of the colonists. Columbus
realized that his stay at San Domingo would be a trying one and therefore left the colony to return to Spain. After some hardship he arrived
at San Lucar. (Nov. 7. 1504.)
:
Columbus was now an infirm and aged man. He had fulfilled his
life’s ambition, and now he returned to Spain to rest himself and to

spend the last days at the hearth of the nation for whom he had worked
so valiantly. The Admiral arrived at Seville and soon set out to reach
the court. But his infirmities were aggravated and hence he had to be

transported in a borrowed litter.

Columbus secured an audience with

Ferdinand at Segovia. Isabella his greatest and most sincere friend
had died Nov. 26, 1504. Ferdinand received the great discoverer with
feigned joy, but Columbus was given no indemnity to replenish his
poverty-stricken purse.
Isabella had always believed in Columbus. She treated him with
the great love and kindness that was deserving of so greata man. He
had come to her to lay at her feet the greatest discoveries of the age and
when his weary bones would not respond to the dictates of his will, he

returned to secure at the Spanish hearth the rest for which his spirit
was yearning.

But alas, the hearth was cold.

he had learned to love was dead.

The saintly queen whom

There was left a cold and calculating

monarch. Columbus in all his treatment of the natives had not sold
the Indian blood for money. Ovando was pouring into the Spanish
coffers a steady stream of gold, the fruit of Indian blood and labor.

Hence why should Ferdinand reinstate the Admiral in his rightful office
when it was already filled with a creature of his designs?(1)
The great discoverer remained with the court at Segovia until the
end of October. The monarch then moved to Salmanca and Columbus
followed him. Here he caught a severe cold and had to be taken to
Valladolid. At this city Columbus dispatched a letter to Fernand
asking “‘no favor, only for justice.’’ Here, healso, wrote a codicil to his
will.
Columbus made one more attempt to secure justice. Hearing that
the Infanta and her husband, Archduke Phillip, had arrived in Laredo

to take possession of the throne of Castile, the aged man sent a letter to
Ferdinand who was with his daughter, the Infanta.

The letter was

treated with promises only.(2)
“The cold and calculating Ferdinand,’’ says Irving, ‘“‘beheld this

illustrious man sinking under infirmity of body, heightened by that
deferred hope which maketh the heart sick.

A little more delay, a

little more disappointment, and a little longer affliction of ingratitude,

and this loyal and generous heart would cease to beat; he should then
(1) Tarducci’s “‘Life of Columbus,” pages 359, 360, 361.
(2) Herrera, Hist. Ind., dec. i., lib. 6., cap. liv.
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be delivered from the just claims of a well-tried servant, who, in ceasing
to be useful, was considered by him to have become importunate.’’(1)
Feeling the end to be near at hand, Columbus prepared for it. A

priest was summoned.

Here at Valladolid, attired in a Franciscan habit

the great discoverer, after receiving the sacrements of the Church, expired on Ascension day, May 20, 1506, at the age of seventy years.
His last words were, ‘‘ Into Thy hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit’’.(2)

Sad to say, the papers of Valladolid made no mention of his death, so

obscure was his passing to the just reward of his labor.(3) Columbus, at
the time of his death was in very poor circumstances. Says Tarducci,
“and now after enriching Spain with so many regions and such treasures
as no human tongue ever told of; after changing by his discoveries the
face of the known world, doubling the known space of the globe, he was
now groaning in abandonment and contempt in a wretched lodging
house, and had to beg for the loan of money to buy a cot to die on!
And those who had ridiculed his undertaking, were triumphing in wealth
and ease, in power and honor.’’(4)
But to say that the Admiral was in utter destitution at the time of
his death is false. Columbus, in the codicil to his will, advises his son
concerning the administration of the property he had bequeathed.
Hence the tales, which are circulated to show that he died in absolute
poverty, may be considered as mere fables.(5)
- The body of the great discoverer was laid to rest in the church of
St. Francis, of the Minors Observantines, Valladolid. It was later interred in the chapel of St. Ann, near Seville and in 1537 was removed
to San Domingo. Here it remained until 1796, when it was transported
to Havana where it now lies.(6)
(1) Navarette, Col. Dipl., Supl. i. No. Ixii.
(2) Las Casas, Hist. Ind., lib. ii., cap. xxxviii. Fernando Colombo, cap. cviii.
:
Ind., dec.i., lib. 6., cap. 15.
(3) SeeRoselly_ de Lorgues, Hist.de. Chr. oa liv. 4., ch. 9.
(4) Tarducci’s “Life of Columbus,’’ Vol.
362.
(5) See Catholic Encyclopedia.
(6) See Catholic Encyclopedia; Tarducci; Knight; Irving.
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Christmas Eve in Blackfoot

Valley
CARL J. RyAn, 716.

5 wy] LACKFOOT VALLEY was one of the most picturesque
S|

of the many beautiful landscapes in Montana. It lay
at the foot of the rolling Rockies that sloped down to
Blackfoot River. The rising sun cast its first rays
against the long mountain side. In the evening, long
after sunset, the brilliant rays were still seen reflected
beyond the snow-capped peaks. A pine forest had once covered the
forest and mountain side, but now it was almost cleared away and turned
into farm land. It was the best farm land in the state, fertile, well
drained and productive. The long winters were the only drawback to
this section of the country. Nevertheless, Joe Horn, and the few inhabitants of the Valley had always managed to makeafair living. By
the middle of September all the crops were garnered, and everything
was ready for the long siege of snow. It was then that Joe Horn would
cross over the treacherous mountain paths to Forest Dale, where he
worked in the lumber camp during the winter months.
This year as usual, Joe had gone to the lumber camp. To this
stalwart son of the West, woodchopping was mere play, and he reveled
in its accomplishment. It was more pleasure to him than to remain
inactive around the house. There was no direct communication between
Blackfoot Valley and Forest Dale.

Joe knew that when he left, he

would hear nothing of his wife and two small children until he should
return. He promised them that he would come home Christmas. To
them, as well as-to him, this was a day of longing and anticipation.
It was a week before Christmas, when the wood-choppers were
sitting around the hearth in the old log cabin. All were present but

Nick Woodward, who had gone down to Deadwood several days before.
Inspired by the cheerful glowing flames, all were happily planning how
they would spend Christmas. Suddenly a noise was heard outside the

cabin.

A silence fell on the crowd.

The braying of a horse foretold

the coming of someone. A heavy pounding on the door brought the query :

“Who’s there?”
“It’s me!’’ Nick’s voice was easily recognized. The door opened
and Nick staggered in—drunk. A look of regret passed over the crowd.
It was more than regret, it was apprehension. They were always uneasy
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when Nick came to camp drunk. When sober, Nick was as fine a fellow
fellow as one would wish to meet. Generous hearted and good natured,
he would do anything for friend or stranger. But when drunk, Nick
was mean. It was thus that when Nick returned drunk to camp, they
all anticipated trouble.
Harry Dale took care of Nick’s horse and took the animal to the
stable. Others endeavored to put Nick to bed. But he was stubborn
and was unwilling to go. He started to grumble and complain about
different things. He showed a disposition to fight, but others tried to
keep him quiet and paid no attention to his remarks. Joe Horn took
the whiskey bottle from his pocket, intending to put it away. Nick
objected, and wanted to keep the bottle. He arose and followed Joe
around the room and became somewhat angry. Joe paid no attention

to him and placed the bottle on a high shelf.

The bottle was not securely

placed, and no sooner had Joe removed his hand than the bottle crashed
to the floor. Instantly Nick’s anger was turned to fury.
“There, will you break my bottle?’’ growled Nick as he seized the
rifle standing in the corner and swung at Joe’s head. Joe raised his
arm and the blow caught him on the shoulder. He sank to the floor
with a groan.
The crowd seemed to forget Joe as they sprang upon Nick. They
handled him roughly and were questioning each other as to what they
‘should do with him.
‘“Throw him out!’’ counselled one of the members, as he moved
towards the door.
““No, don’t do that boys,’’ interposed Joe, “he didn’t mean it.
Besides, he’d freeze to death a night like this. Just put him in the cook
room and he will be all right in the morning.”’
The advice was followed, and Nick was taken to the other room.
Attention was now given to Joe, and he was lifted to a cot.
“‘T wish old Doc was here; it’s my collar bone.”’
“Ts it broke?”
+i -airaid it 1s.’ ’

“Well, I’m goin’ for Dock,’’ spoke up Scotty McLean.
“‘No, no Scotty, don’t go a night like this.

wait until morning.

You'll be lost.

I can

”

_ “Wait, nothin’. I’m goin’”’, and Scotty was out of the door.
Doc Stoner was the only physician anyways near and he was up
at Shawnee Camp, twenty miles up the trail. Although Scotty knew
the way perfectly, the journey was not without danger. It was not
until two in the morning that he arrived at the camp. He awoke the
Doctor, and a half hour later they were on their way back.

It was six

o’clock when they reached Forest Dale. The collar bone was broken,
the Doctor announced after a preliminary examination, and he proceeded
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to set the bone. When all bandaged, the Doctor told Joe not to move
around for several days and not to attempt to ride inside of two weeks.
This was a cruel blow. Visions of going home on Christmas were now
departing from Joe’s mind.”
Early the next morning, Nick Woodward left camp. No one knew
where he went. For several days Joe Horn sat around the cabin, dejected and forlorn. The idea of disappointing his wife and children
by not coming home troubled him sorely. But he was not certain about
staying here over Christmas. In spite of the Doctor’s orders he was
debating the question. It was not until the morning of the twentythird, the day he was to start for home that he made up his mind to go.
He was not long in preparing, and at eight a. m. was astride his horse
and on his way.
He rode all day, and by evening reached Deadwood where he stayed
for the night. The injured shoulder bothered him considerably, but
he bore the pain stoically. That evening he bought a large market
basket, and filled it with all kinds of Christmas sweets andaliberal
supply of toys. The next morning he set out upon the remaining part
of his journey, a distance of twenty-three miles.
He had gone about five miles or so when he began to realize that the
basket was too much for him. It was heavy and cumbersome and he
knew that he could not get it home unaided. He rodea few miles further
and came to Ranger Callahan’s. He desired a little help and knew that
Ranger would be only too glad to assist him. He approached the house
and was met by Mrs. Callahan. For the first time he learned that
Ranger had been kicked by a horse, two months ago, and was in bed
ever since. Joe thought himself unfortunate with a broken collar bone
but there was a real object of pity. The little Callahan children, four
of them, began asking him questions about Santa Claus. They all
seemed to fear that Santa would not come this year, but still they
were hopeful. When Joe again looked at Ranger as he lay in bed, he
knew that Santa couldn’t come.
That was the saddest of it, Mrs. Callahan told him—the disappointment of the children. They would be deprived of their toys, candies
and good things. Joesat there silently forsome time. When-the children

had left the room, he turned to Ranger.
“I’m on my way home and got a big basket of Christmas things,”
he told Callahan. ‘It was a bit heavy for me with this bum arm. I
thought I’d get a little help from you, but you’re worse off than me. I
can’t get it home alone, so I’m goin’ to leave it here.

I hate to see the

little ones miss their Santa.’’
“Why Joe, don’t disappoint your
r
‘Don’t worry about that’’, interupted Joe; ‘‘I’ll be back to see you

in a week or so. Good-bye.” Joe left the room and was soon on hisway.
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Joe knew that he had donea real act of charity; and that some
hearts would be all the happier for it. But he also knew that his children

would be deprived of their toys and Christmas sweets. However, his
children would have plenty of good food, something the Callahan children
were not assured of. He resolved that if Santa did not visit his children
tonight, he would come New Year’s Eve. He did not like to disappoint
his own children, but still he had made others happy, and reassured
by this thought he continued on his way.
Darkness had already enveloped the mountain side when Joe reached

Blackfoot Valley.

He saw from the distance the faint glimmer of light

in his house. As he came nearer the light became plainer and seemed
ever so cheerful. But a keen sense of regret seized him, for now he felt
more than ever the full meaning of coming home without the Christmas
basket. He could already see the hopeful and expectant faces become
sad and depressed under the disappointment. So keen did he feel this,

that he thought that he could never muster courage to enter the house.
He quietly approached his home and peered into the window. He
stopped short and stared at the sight therein.

He could hardly believe

his eyes. There was Santa Claus—dressed up in red and white, with a
long white beard. On the floor was a big basket. What it contained,
Joe could not see—except that it was filled nearly to overflowing.

children were busily engaged with toys.

The

They were smiling, laughing

and bubling over with joy. Joe started around to the door, but changed
his mind and returned to the window. He stood there for some time

peering into the window.
Soon Santa picked up an empty sack, swung it over his shoulder, bade
goodbye to all, and left. As Santa came around the house, Joe stopped him.
“Friend, who can you be?” asked Joe.

“Tt’s only me Joe, it’s only me;” came the reply.
“What! Is that you Nick?”
“Yes, it’s me.”

“And what are you doing here?’”’
“Just played Santa for your kids.”
“And why?”
“Well, you see Joe, I knew that you were making great calculations

for the Christmas visit, and when I learned how badly you were hurt I
didn’t even think you could make it home.

I didn’t want to see your

kids disappointed, so I just came myself. I told your wife that you’d
probably not come on account of too much work on hand. But now
you can go in and explain to her. I'll have to be goin’. So good-bye.”’
Joe went in. His presence brought added pleasure to his already

happy wife and children.
before.

That evening he enjoyed himself as never

When he went to bed that night, he declared that this was the

happiest Christmas Eve he had ever spent in Blackfoot Valley.

On the hearth the YuleClog place,
Wreathes of holly round it
weave;
Ruddy cheerfulness shall grace

Our walls
Eve.

this

Christmas

Bring a twig of last year’s tree;

Kindle now the ponderous
block;
May tts warmth to joyous glee
And to mirth the hearts un-

lock.
While the Yule-Clog glows and
dims,
Ancient feuds forgotten be;

For the Yule-Peace now begins;
Love, forgiveness, charity.
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Christmas Night §ae
Most gently do the night winds
sigh,
Whilst beam the twinkling stars
on high,

When lo! the heavenly portals
ope,

And light Judea’s pastoral slope.
The ’wakened

shepherds then

behold
The glorious scene with fear
untold;
Celestial music fills the air,
As the angelic choirs declare
The tidings of the Savior’s birth
To all the nations of the earth-
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GERALD E. DUNNE, 16.
‘‘Nor wonder that around his bier there lingers such a light,
For the spotless one that sleepeth was the Blessed Virgin’s Knight.’
—Thomas D’Arey McGee.

WI WAS Christmas-Eve in Palestine, and each knightly
heart beat high. Indeed, true hearts and high spirits
were needed in the East. Evil days had come upon
the Christian kingdom of Jerusalem.
Edessa had
been taken and the inhabitants massacred. The garrison of the Holy City, itself, had been reduced by half.
In truth, it looked as though the Holy Land would once more fall into
the hands of the Mohammedans, for round about on every side, among
the hills and in the mountain fastnesses, lurked the wary Ottoman intent
upon the extermination of the Christian and his hated faith.
The late December sun still lingered in the West. The many domes
above the walls of Zion shone resplendent in the fading light. The
merlons of the eastern battlements lengthened out in long black shadows
on the ground. Through the open gateway to the south a knight in
sable armor sallied forth. He rode alone. His suit of mail was of
steel, well wrought, but without the wealth of ornament peculiar to
the age. The device upon his shield was two knights riding upon one
horse, an emblem expressive of the humility and poverty of the Templars.
He was mounted on a gallant black horse, modestly caparisoned, and

the youthful grace with which the rider bore his lance and managed his
mount, were quite in keeping with the cross and fleur-de-lis upon his
shoulder. His open visor showed a noble face; his deep set eyes bespoke
a noble soul.
It was Constantine, the idol of his confreres, a lion in the field,
and a true monastic in the camp. His gaze was turned toward Bethlehem,-and the course he followed lay along the Brook of Cedron. The
rare privelege of spending the natal eve beside the very spot where

Christ was born, had induced the courageous Templar to brave the
dangers of these uncertain hills.
Already one half the dangerous journey had been left behind.

The

knight had just emerged form an olive grove, and was in the act of fording
the brook, when he was startled by the sudden appearance of Malek-

el-Kamel, the grandson of the Sultan.

‘‘Christian”’! hissed the dark-

eyed Saracen, closing his visor with a snap, ‘‘I hate both thee and thine!”’
Reining his charger backward up the slope he had descended, he set

422

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT

his lance in defiant challenge.

For an instant the two champions glared

at each other through the bars of their visors, and then with bridle and
spur and lightning speed they closed in the middle for the ascent with

such shocking violence that both lances burst into shivers up to the very
gauntlet grasp, and both horses were forced upon their haunches.
The sun had already sunk into the waters of the Mediterranean,
and the heavy cloud of dust caused by the carreering shock, together
with the gathering darkness, made the continuance of the fight almost
an impossibility. However, wheeling for position, they again closed
in together. And there, upon that olive slope, with ax and mace they
hacked and struck till fire flashed and flinders flew. The contest did
not always stand equally between them, but ebbed and flowed, first
with Christian, then with Tartar, until at last the gathering shadows or
uncertain evening deepened into night, forbidding further argument.
It was only then, when fighting was impossible that each warrior dismounted and swore upon his knightly honor to let a truce obtain while
darkness lasted, and to sleep upon the battle ground, ready to renew
the engagement at daybreak.

The night wore on.

Huddled in martial fashion in the crotch of

his Arabian saddle, the Tartar rested well. But to the eyes of Constantine
no sleep would come. Indeed, this knotted olive grove, shrouded as it

was in oriental gloom, ment for him another Gethsemene.

His oppor-

tunity was now at hand, so said the tempter. The Saracen was his
enemy, yes, doubly so—at variance with his God and with his King. Base
sacrilegious wretch! Profaner of Christ’s Holy Sepulchre! Why

should a truce be kept with such ashe? To thrust a broad-sword through
him to the hilt, and pin his impious carcass to the sacred ground which it
profanes, would be a service to both God and King. To cut him off in
sleep would be no crime. The unbeliever knows not God, and neither
does he care to know Him. If the scoffer had till doomsday to confess,
he even then would die impenitent and unshriven.

In turn the voice of conscience spoke to Constantine, reminding him
of God’s eternal law. ‘‘ Thou shalt not kill!’’ it whispered as he rose with
unsheathed sword to prepetrate the deed.

He sank again among the

olive roots, and there upon his mail-clad knees, long hours he prayed for
strength, and struggled with temptation. His prayers were heard, for
as the distant hills were capped with morning light, he bent his clammy .
brow and drank the bitter chalice to the dregs.
Refreshed by the long night’s sleep the Saracen awoke, and buckling
on his plate he renewed the challenge. Slowly, like a person in a dream,
the Christian champion rose. His face was drawn and haggard and his
lips moved in prayer. Toward Bethlehem he turned with longing gaze,
and then unflinching in the face of certain death, he approached his
waiting foe.
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For a moment only, -the adversaries stood motionless; and then

with headlong speed each charged the other in full strength.

The gallant

horse of Constantine was equal to the charge, but not its exhausted rider.

In consequence, the jaded Christian reeled and fell beneath the wellaimed mace and vigorous stroke of the Saracen. Dismounting, with a
cry of triumph the unbeliever ran to where his victim lay, and placed

his foot upon the iron-clad breast of Constantine.

With his sword’s point

he raised the visor of the prostrate Christian, and commanded him to
yield. The lips were parted and the dying champion spoke. Malkel-Kamel bent low to catch the words, but he could not understand.
“T have fought the good fight,”’ the Christian muttered, ‘‘Let Thy Holy
will be done.’’ And as the flush of battle on his brow gave way to the
pallid hue of death, he whispered in tones scarcely audible to the wondering Saracen ‘‘Venite adoremus in Bethlehem.”’

SOLITUDE
NicHoLAs TAYLor, 15.
There is an isle washed by Pacific wave,
Where landscapes,—wintry, drear, and leaden skies
Ne’er cast. a gleam o’er Nature’s face, but ties

Of sunbeams riven, confine to an eternal grave
Death’s ghastly form.

No tempests ever rave,

No thunders crash, and e’en the mists that rise

In glist’ning shapes are covered with no guise
Of death.

No shadows ever darken, save

The snow white clouds that float like fairy isles
Across the deep blue of the southern sky.
So are there human hearts where calm repose,
Like the quiet stillness of cathedral isles,
Reigns as a hallowed destiny;

no sigh

No soul-depressing gloom dare interpose.
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A Christmas

To its Readers, Subscribers and Advertisers, the Ex-

Wish.

ponent extends its sincerest greetings for a Merry

Christmas and a Happy New Year. May the spirit
of the Christmas tide abide in you; and may the fortunes of the coming

year be yours.
The Spirit of

Many years have passed since the shepherds left their

Christmas.

mountain flocks, and wound their way to the stable
of Bethlehem to adore the new born king. That was
the first Christmas. Ever since, Christmas has been a day dear to the
hearts of all true Christians. It is a day when all Christians feel akin,
for they are united by a common bond—the Christmas spirit.

The Christmas spirit is the spirit of love. We find it everywhere;
in the shop windows; in the happy faces of children; in the good natured‘ness of the Christmas shoppers. We see it in the good will and happiness
which man extends to his fellow man. This is but the reflection of that
great love which prompted the Father to send His Beloved Son to us on
that Christmas morn so many years ago. It was for love alone that
Christ was given, and for love alone should we give, for our giving is but
a reflection of that greatest of all gifts. Let not the Christmas time
degenerate into a time of cold, loveless giving, wherein the dollar value
is paramount to the heart value, for remember, it is not the value of a
gift, but the love that prompts it, that makes Christmas giving worth
while.
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It is only the real Christian that feels in his heart the true spirit
of Christmas. To all others, Christmas is but a day of rest—not unlike
many other days—with the necessary formality of giving and receiving
presents. To them the spiritual joy and happiness of the day is lost.
The warmth of love that accompanies a gift falls on barren hearts. No
spirit of love prompts their gifts. To them the birth of Christ has no
significance. Each year they miss the sweetness of that message:
“Peace on earth, to men of good will.” —
To the real Christian heart, the Christmas tidings bring a message
of joy, happiness and love. Let us bear in mind that sucha spirit
should continue throughout the entire year. Putting away selfishness
and self interest, let us help our fellow man with that same love and good
will that animates us at this time of the year. Let us give and take in
this holy spirit. When this is done we will be living and treading in

the footsteps of that first and greatest Christmas gift—the Babe of
Bethlehem.
Christmas

The twenty-fifth of December

Spirit of 1914.

century been generally observed by all civilized nations as the Christmas time. Men of science and re-

has since the fifth

search have left proofs and chronological errors repose in peace, and
joined in commemorating the birth of Jesus on this day.
It is a long established custom among all peoples to cultivate a
Christmas spirit as the season draws near. This custom has become so
general that it may almost be regarded as a universal law. This spirit
has permeated the life of every child and clings to every adult, and in its
own way, according to the religious training of the individual, manifests
itself in the observance. But while there may be many variations of
observances, still the one general characteristic prevails, that of giving
and home-coming.
Giving,—we all know what that means;—home coming,—children

with their children coming to father and mother, or father returning
from the woods, the fields, the mines or distant lands to join and cheer

a wife and dear ones.

How beautiful the thought!

sentiment!
But shall this custom prevail another year?

How sublime the

Think of the millions

of fathers and husbands and sons away from home in turbulent Europe
today. Think of the millions of mothers and wives at home in the grief
stricken lands today.

Think of the countless ones of tender years that

shall wait in vain a father’s return.

Then think of the wants and needs

-in Europe today.
Think as you makea list of your friends which ones are needy,

which ones are appreciative, which ones may be offended.

Then think,

may not these gifts, though poor and small, be safer and more appropri-
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ately distributed among our neighbors across the sea.
at home, but it need not necessarily stay there.
Do It
Now!

Charity begins

All who read the signs of the times know that a huge
wave of religious bigotry and anti-catholic prejudice

is sweeping over the country.

Governor Cox men-

tioned it in an address delivered at Louisville, Ky., as one of the causes

that contributed to the defeat of himself and Timothy S. Hogan in the
recent campaign.
The atmosphere is redolent with a detestable spirit of unfair play.
men unacquainted with or wilfully ignoring the grand old principles of
the “Fatherhood of God and the Brotherhood or Man’”’ have never,
perhaps, profited more by the freedom of press and speech. Judging

from utterances from the rostrum and from newspaper reports they
would gladly send Catholics of America skulking off to catacombs and
subterranean hiding places and deny them the ‘‘liberty of life, freedom
and the pursuit of happiness.’’
But, thank heaven! there are enough Catholics in America who have.
determined that they will not suffer persecution because of this religious
persuasion. Being better equipped numerically and socially than their
forefathers in the centuries of Roman persecution, they are fired

with the spirit of the medieval Crusaders, the spirit of sturdy defense
of what they consider most sacred and holy.
The Students of the College of Arts and Engineering and some of
the Sodalities of the Blessed Virgin of St. Mary’s joined the rank and
file of those loyal American Catholics, who on the eighth of December,
the patronal feast of the United States, write to the Post-Master General
to the Senater of the State and to the Congressman of their district, ©

urging and demanding the exclusion of vile and anti-catholic sheets
from the mails.

The suggestion was launched by the Queen’s Work in the October
issue. It was intended to support the masterly letter of Mr. Bakewell
of St. Louis to Post-Master General Burleson, in which he quotes the
law and gives incontestable evidence against the mailability of publica-

tions that appeal to ignorance, bigotry, passion and prejudice, that
perpetrate fraud and print matter that debauches private and public
morals or reflects injuriously upon the conduct or character of another.

We invite our friends and readers to swell the chorus of protests.
“Every little bit helps,’’ so forward your complaint and lest you forget,

do it now.

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT

CHS

Alumni Notes
Oe
John

We received an interesting lettér from John Dillon.

Dillon, °13.

He gave us quite a review of his digest of the recent

election. .We suggest that John get in touch with
Samuel G. Blythe of the Saturday Evening Post fame, and take Sam’s
place for a few weeks.
John, your old friend whom you and we both admire, Edward
Hanley, is fast coming round into good health. ‘“‘Reddy” Greer says
he will be in condition to get back on the firing line soon.
Rev. F. Jos.
Kelly, ’90.

The Washington (D. C) Sunday Star has the following
to say regarding Rev. Joseph Kelly, well-known here
as an organist:

“Rev. F. Joseph Kelly, who was for two years in charge of the boy
choir at the Shrine of the Sacred Heart, is now organist and director of
the choir of lay students at the Catholic university. A little more than a
year ago Father Kelly was sent by his superiors to the famous Abbey
of Solesmes Monks in the Isle of Wight, the recognized school of sacred
chant in Europe, to study the Gregorian music. After spending six
months at the abbey he went to Rome, where he had the distinction of

being awarded the degree of Doctor of Gregorian Chant by the Pontifical
Institute of Sacred Music and, bya similar privilege, received his diploma
from the hands of the late Pope Pius. Going from there to England,
Fr. Kelly followed the courses at the Royal College of Organists, London,
and is the only Catholic priest ever awarded the title of ‘‘ Fellow of the
Royal College of Organists’’ by this Anglican institution. Specializing
in boy choir work, he spent some time also coaching under the eminent
choirmaster, Richard Terry, at the Westminster cathedral in London.
He has organized boy choirs both here and in Baltimore and is now associated with the teaching staff of the Catholic university.

Clarence J.
We met Clarence the other day and he said he has
Stoecklein, ’08 been very busy. Many of our alumni give a similar
answer to the question ‘‘How have you been’’? but
we doubt if any have better proofs. The ink onhis LL. B. degree was
hardly dry when Clarence was called upon to become a candidate for
the nomination for county recorder. He failed by a narrow nargin, but,
as a local newspaper stated “‘he made a remarkable run for a man not
known in politics. ’’Always alert and active, nothing pleased him
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more than his canvass up and down and across the State in favor of the
Home Rule Amendment and against State-Wide Prohibition in the

recent tremendous campaign.

At present he holds the position of

Official Court Steongrapher at the Municipal Court, Criminal Division.
This work occupies only his mornings. The afternoons are devoted to
the practice of law. Clarence, St. Mary’s is proud of you.
Canny and
Whalen.

So reads the label on lawyer’s office on the tenth
floor of one of Dayton skyscrapers. Francis Canny,
’09, finished a stumping tour of the state in the recent
campaign, and Charlie Whalen, ’07, completed two years as private
secretary of Congressman Gard.
Both studied law together at Georgetown where they were roommates. That they agreed well is proved by the fact that today they
have agreed to room together as practicing lawyers. We predict a big
practice for these rising young graduates of the bar.
More
Lawyers.

Dayton has some lawyers, graduates of S. M. C.
We offer the following for the perusal of our readers,
although we fear we shall forget a few. Here they
are: The latest—Clarence Stoecklein, Francis Canny, Charles Whalen,
Hubert Estabrook, Elmer Focke. Some more—Barry Murphy, Joseph
Murphy, Albert Dwyer, Bernard M. Focke, Hon. H. L. Ferneding.

Joseph P.
Friends and class-mates of Joseph P. Scheuplein, ’05,
Scheuplein ,’05 will be grieved to learn of the tragic death of his mother,
which occurred in Toledo shortly after the last issue
of the Exponent went to press. Mrs. Scheuplein was driving with a
lady friend. When crossing the Big Four Tracks, the buggy was struck
by a train and both occupants were thrown out. Medical assistance
was summoned immediately but to no avail; Mrs. Scheuplein died
shortly after the accident occured.
We wish to extend our deepest sympathy to Joe, his father and
sister and we recommend his good mother to the prayers of the readers

of the Exponent.
John Wei-

gand, 713.

John Weigand, one of the livest of business managers

The Exponent has had for years, is holding down the
position of Retail Manager of the J. B. Moos Co.,

Dayton, O.

John has the goods when it comes to a man behind the counter.
He has made many friends in a business capacity, and has made good.
While we do not know that he is married to his job, we believe the J. B.
Moos Co. would oppose any separation suit that might happen in these
progressive days when big firms are on the alert for live wires.

- THE SHEPHERD’S VISION

INFANT JESUS OF PRAGUE
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George

We received the following from George at Rensellaer:

Kuntz, 12.

“T received the Exponent forwarded to me and
I have indeed found considerable comfort in

scanning its pages.
“T still have that kind word and feeling for the ‘Alma Mater’ that
I ever had. Many of the present students’ names are indeed strangers
to me but there is that kind and expresive power in all its reading matter.
I read the essay on Christopher Columbus and was well pleased.
Enclosed please find check for one year’s subscription to my ‘True

Friend’ the Exponent.
‘
College life in Indiana is O. K. but I need the Exponent to cap it
off.

Give my best regards to all my old classmates of ’12 and tell them I
would be glad to hear from them.”’
George we’re glad to hear from you.

Drop up and see us when

you’re this way next time.
Norbert Sack- Norbert Sacksteder, our star half back of last season,

steder, 14

has set the West afire with his brilliant playing on the
Christians Brothers Football Eleven in St. Louis.
We clipped the following from aSt. Louis paper, a big tribute to his
work in the game with Depau. Sounds big enough for a season’s record.
“Norbert Sacksteder, the 19 year old half back of the Purple and
Gold Eleven, was the outstanding figure in the Depau Game. The
magnificent running of the speedy ‘Sack’ earned the admiration and
applause of every person in the 4,000 crowd that turned out. Sack-

steder’s exhibition clinched for him the title of the greatest open field
runner this side of the Mississippi.
“ Accurate tabulation of the gains made shows that he advanced
the ball 506 yards in 21 attempts, an average gain of more than 24
yards.”’

Rev. Joseph I. We received information recently from Rev. Joseph
Klein, ’81.
Klein, who was a student at the College from 1879
to 1881. Father Klein is at present located at Lott,
Falls County, Texas. After leaving St. Mary’s he went to St. Meinrad’s

College, and later to the Seminary Department of the same College at
St. Meinrad, Indiana. He was ordained to the priesthood on Dec.
23, 1893, and after his ordination paid a visit to the College, meeting

Very Reverend George Meyer, who had been President of the College
at the time he attended. Father Klein then started for Galveston and
was assigned as assistant to St. Patrick’s Church until July 26, 1894,
when he was given a Mission at Plantersville, Grimes County, Texas.
The Mission was composed of fifty families of Russian-Germans recently arrived in this country. After building a Church at Planters-
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ville, Father Klein extended his mission work over six and a half others
counties, some of them as large as our Northern States. He erected
Churches at Navasota, Hempstead, Waller Hockley, and small chapels
in three other places. In addition to this work he built five schools houses
and secured teachers from the North for the children. In 1906 he was
located at Mentz, Colorado County, Texas, one of the oldest missions
outside of the Spanish missions. Whilst conducting this mission he
was taken sick and spent some time at the hospital in San Antonio. In
1912 he was transferred to his present mission, Lott, Falls County,
located in the Black Land Belt, which is the finest farming land in
Texas. As the congregation is only eight years old, Father Klein has
a great deal of work before him.
We learned of Father Klein through St. Louis College, San Antonio,
Texas, to which he has recommended a number of students. We hope

that he will soon have an opportunity of visiting with us and of renewing

acquaintances in the North.

HIGHEST HONORS FOR OCTOBER.
Collegiate Department.
SEMIOL TES oe pn ds pt
Clarence Schmitt, 90; Alphonse Moeller, 87
Senior Engineering (Ch. E.) 2.00... Lawrence Strattner, 90; Leon Anderson, 96

Senior Engineeritig (E. E.)_...-James Hall, 88; Clement Yamashiro, 88
Pimior Eengitieeting2s ee Ralph Wirshing, 88; Arthur Zimmerman, 87

emma. tartan
a
Raphael Sourd, 94; William Reith, 93

Sophomore Engineering...Joseph Windbeil, 91;
Prestman Arts 26 2

ek es
8George Kinstle, 93;

P teeigian. 4 ngineeringon er

Albert Krusling, 88

Lawrence Montanus, 93

Joseph Kuhn, 94;

John Roth, 90

High School Department.
homith tigheres
92=
sare
Joseph Schaefer, 97; Paul Ohmer,
epee eae
ee Carroll Hochwalt, 95; Daniel Collins,
Bree hiohs ee
ae
Wm. Holland, 91; Emil Kessler, 91; Leo Bauman,
Second High-A=< Ivo Stelzer, 94; Henry Weimert, 92; Richard Grote,

Second High-B.
First High-A__..

=
ae

First High-B

eet nats

97
94
89
92

-John McCarthy, 96; Thomas Carroll, 95
Herbert Abel, 93; Joseph Mueller, 95
eee Arnold Senefeld, 89;

George Kerby, 88

Re reeeeee George Schmieg, 92; Joseph Murphy, 92
Business Department.
Decond business. 2 = fe

First Business

a ee

ie

ae

Edward Menninger, 94;

John Massing, 92;

Robert Rau, 93

Thomas Sunshine, 92
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Elementary Department.
George Liszak, 93; Raymond Helmig, 93..
Lawrence Menninger, 96; Edwin Moosbrugger, 92

Eighth Grade-A
Benth Ginee-D ao

Seventh Grade. 22 2. 2 ees Matthew Mackmull, 91;

Sixth (Garages...
Third High-A
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ee

Anthony Michniewicz, 89

John Riggs, 94; Harold Zoeller, 92

The Brownson Literary Club had its first literary meeting

Thanksgiving Eve.

The President Danie! Collins, in the

opening address, answered the question: ‘‘Why name the Club

in honor of Orestes A. Brownson?’’ Joseph Finan gave a biographical sketch of
the author and Carroll Hochwalt ‘‘Brownson’s Views on the Catholic Press,’ There
was a Thanksgiving address by John Hannahan and_ Isidore Schell told the story
of ‘‘The First Thanksgiving.’’ Roberts Jamison by his class History, Demofilo Ferrero
by his romantic story of ‘‘Hope,’’ and Ambrose Schumacher by his reading of ‘‘ Mr.

Fag’s Notion of the Worst Kind of Temper”, put a vein of humor in the meeting.
Edwin Kehrle described several kinds of Story Tellers. Matthew Cahill recited ‘The
Toys,’’ and Joseph Leonard a selection from the “play ‘‘Julius Caesar.’’ The class
cartoonists, Robert Jamieson and James Dwyer, illustrated ‘‘Thanksgiving.”’
An exceedingly unique and striking Thanksgiving program
was well rendered on Wednesday Nov. 25, 1914 by the members of the Poe Literary Circle of Second High-A.
Being the first entertainment undertaken this year not too much can be said of
hearty co-operation of the participants. This co-operation was undoubtedly brought
Second High-A

about by the members realizing in their entirety the words of the class motto: ‘‘To

Get Together is to Go Ahead.”
;
The fol lowing was the program: Edgar Allen Poe, Leo Mason; The Last Fly, Edward Boesch; The Rhime of the Ancient Mariner, Rufus Weber, A. Miller; Than'ks-

giving, Chas. Kramer; How Sickness came to Men, W. Nushawg; The Beadly Weapon,
T. Lienisch; The Strange Request, Ivo Stelzer; Be a Booster, G./ Edmonson; The
Aged Stranger, C. Bruner; Wishing, H. Weinert; The Fool’s Prayer, A. Weckesser.

The pronounced ‘‘Huge Success”’ has inflated the membezs with more ardor, and
a splendid Christmas program will be rendered in the near tuture-—Rufus Weber.

Longfellow

On November 5, the Le *3fellow Literary Circle was favored

Circle.

to hear a splendid lecture: by Bro. Thomas Mooney on ‘‘ Knowledge and How It Is*Obtained.” That the lecture bore -fruit

may be seen from the number of good nif

and the well-written essay on ‘‘The Moth

and the Butterfly,” which appeared in the Class Paper, the ‘Monthly Echo.” This
last article was likewise illustrated by itfs author, John McCarthy, with some colored

ink-sketches.

On the 19th came thy climax. aThe Eighth Grade B lads had been in-

vited to attend the session, and
‘iy Longilon Cl feels confident that they enjoyed
it. After the Secretary’s minutzés, the followin&® program was rendered:—
1. The Village Schoolmfaster, R. Busch; 2. Recitations, Sweet Auburn, J. Staub,
P. Viel; 3. The Villa
Inn, D. Burrous; 4. Silas Marner, W. Eslinger; 5. Recitation, The Death

the Flowers, R. Kramer; 6. John Gilpin’s Ride, C. Mayerhoefer;

~;. yonathan Sv, 7 Kernan; 8. Gulliver at Blefuscu, J. McCarthy; 9. Gulliver
Carried to Lillnut, C. Lause; 10. Stevenson and Children, F. Hook; 11. Recitations
from the

Chid Book of Verses,”” B. Fox, R. Jones, V. Hamberger;

12. Dr. Jekyll

and Mr. Fide, W. Kennedy; 13. “Jim Smiley’s Frog’? by Mark Twain, W. Fitzsimons; 14, Thanksgiving Address, T. Carroll; 15. Meaning of Thanksgiving
Day-y, Merkle;

16. The ‘“‘Arrow Scene” from Schiller’s ‘‘Willhelm Tell,’’ in which

aliost the whole class took part.
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The members of the First High C class have organized a LiterFirst High-C.

ary Circle.

Officers have been chosen for the first term. There

will be three changes in the officers for the year, so as to give
as many boys as possible an opportunity to display their ability. So far meetings have
been held every Thursday morning. For Hollowe’en and Thanksgiving special programs were arranged. The number of essays, biographical sketches and debates testify
the active interest taken in the work. The following are considered the best efforts
that the various boys have made: ‘St. Bede,’’ by R. Kline; ‘‘Hallow’een,” by G.
Schmieg; ‘‘The Story of King Arthur,”’ by R. Payne. The two debates were: ‘Is
Gold better than Iron” and ‘Baseball is better than Football’. The former was
won by the negative, while the latter proved quite a bone of contention, being won by
the negative. The defeated affirmative asked for another opportunity to defend their
claims. The class edits a weekly paper for themselves, in which short book reviews
of works read by the members, original verses and other items of interest are printed.
The paper is called ‘The Helping Hand,”’ The officers of the Circle are John Emanuel,
President James Devereux, Vice-President and Paul Christy, Secretary. The motto
of the boys is ‘For God and our Country.” The Circle promises to be very successful.
Pe WT. S:
Culp.

Dr. Culp gave the patrons of the College Course an eloquent
entertaining and interesting lecture entitled ‘‘Uncrowned
Kings.”

The date, Nov. 11,-will long be remembered as one

of the most enjoyable and intellectual treats we have had for some time.
The next lecturer is Dr. Arthur E. Gringle. We can count on something of a high
order as we remember the brilliant lecture we heard him deliver last season.
Fourth Division

The Fourth Division is living up to its reputation of being the
livest division of them all. Less than a month ago everyone
was sepaking of the novel manner in which they celebrated
Hallowe'en. —Now the talk of the town is volley hall. The youngsters are immersed
in the delightsof volley ball, something hitherto not played at College. Not content
with being up to tlre second in sports, they are kept in touch with what is going on in the
world by large photos, especially war pictures. Arrangements were made whereby
these photos were obtained’ for the sole use of the Minims, as soon as they were on the

market. A number of new gaimes have also been obtained and things are certainly
humming in the Fourth Division. —~
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Athletic Notes
qe@wocs Ca4o0css

The Football Season closed permanently. The last two games,
Muskingum and Wittenberg, were cancelled. The team this
season was too light to stand the brunt of battle.
Coach McCray worked hard and_got results. Barring bad luck, the team would
have finished with flying colors. The Exponent congratulates Mr. McCray on developing a team that we were proud of, and wish him the good fortune to have this. team
back in full force next season.

Football
Season.

VARSITY BASKET BALL.

The Prospects.

While the Staff has not been let in on the schedule for the coming season, we shall try to give our readers a little ‘‘dope” on
the team.

A word to the wise, however, might not be out of —

the way. Publicity counts; it brings the crowd; the crowd parts with their money—
“the A. A. needs the money.
We were almost startled today, (Dec. 1.) to pick up the information that the season
of basketball opens Dec. 3.

More publicity, long ahead, will set the student body a-

talking. This in itself, means more than one might believe.
“Cal,” wake them up. Devise ways and means to make a noise.
and we'll do our share in these pages.

Tip us off

The team picked this season is light but fast.

They are:

The Team.

Vincent Barlow, Norman Hochwalt, Michel Rabbit, forwards.
Al Krisling, Otto Krusling, centers; Bill Sherry, Roy Broad-

stone, Herbert Haile, guards.
Al Mahrt is coaching the team this season. This is sufficient
to guarantee brainy work. Team work, good fellowship,
absence of individual playing and ivory-stunts, should go far:
to help Coach Mahrt to give us a winning aggregation.

The Coach.

Big Games.

Denison, Ohio U., Miami, Antioch, Defiance, are the names
we have heard whispered as being on the schedule. Antioch
opens the season.
St.. Mary’s Cadets.

The Cadets suffered heavily from the absence of Al Mahrt and Babe Zimmernam.
Christ Church defeated them 12-0, after they had defeated C. A. C. of Covington 53-0.
The Cadets lost their stars in the game with C. A. C., and the game 7-0, through injuries.

The Cadets had to fight hard against the beefy Christ Church aggregation

to get out by two touchdowns.
In a series of games with the Oakwoods for the City Championship, the Cadets
lost 6-0; won 3-0, and 7-0. The absence of Deareux, N. Sacksteder, and Gregor, who
are playing with C. B. C. at St. Louis and the loss of Mahrt and Babe hade made the
~ sailing for the Cadets quite hard this season. However, they landed the City Championship. Congratulations. Keep it up.
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What the Big Boys Want for Xmas.

Anderson: Job as stage manager at the Lyceum.
Zim: Job as piano tuner at Kirby’s.
Ryan: An Iron Cross from the Kaiser.

Obie: A text on the Art of Stable Equilibrium for thespians.
Wirshing: A pencil from A. A. to write dope with.
Hayes: More pies.
The Annex: No Hemlock Jones.
Dunne: Anything he choses to keep secret.
Clancy: A dose of ‘‘Glover’s Dog Mange Cure”’ for his mustache.
Windbiel: A round steak for dinner.

Lause: Ketchup for Mechanical Drawing.
Swift Bros: A can of paint for the Ford running board.
Behrer: Someone to notice him in 1915.
A. Krusling: A string to tie Windbiel’s goat.
Hook: Union hours, full time.

Rotterman: A reward for resolution to be on time for opening morning classes.
Douglas: Permission to stick around awhile.
Montanus: A resolution to cut out winking.
Murphy: Liberty to quit heavy parts in the legitimate drama.
Wagner: An agreement to prolong Thanksgiving holidays.
Garrity: A chance to play his Chinese fiddle at the Sun Theatre.
Reith: An opportunity to blush over an appearance of an article in the Exponent
writ ten by his pen.
Schleinitz: An honorary membership in the Engineering Society.
Sourd: A box seat, just to look on what’s doing around here.

Culley: First chance to read his prose in this December issue.
Dugan: An opportunity to let Urbana know he’s keeping the natives here a goin’.
Moeller: One more chance to arrive at the English Saturday class on time.

Schmitt: Another chance to make a denouement before he leaves us.
Synett: A prolonged lease to look on, just to keep a-lookin’!
Tague: An interdict to save him from joining the track team.
“Cal:” More power in the A. A.
Jim Hall: A hair dye for his mustache.
Yama: Another spaghetti feed before another flood.

Strattner: More showers, preferably, rug, china ware, or framed picture showers.
Hochwalt: More, polite guards to let him shoot baskets.
Romer: A certificate against pink eyes.

Killoran: A “right-of-way-permit”’ to allow him to tell us what he thinks of it all.
Evans: Same as Killoran.
:
War News.
Wife (with magazine)—Here’s an article on “How to avoid war.”
Hub—What does it say—remain single?

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT
Si----ence.
Hall: What is Electricity?
Yama: Horrors, my theory fails me. I cannot tell you.

Kline: What is a narcotic?
Rotterman: A narcotic is anything that produces sleep, like a tired feeling.
.ought to know.

I

An open question to Zim: ‘‘What do you know about the adulteration and production of smells in butter?”

Why?

Wirshing: Why do they call Napoleon, the ‘Little Corporal?”
Professor: Well, if we consider the number of men in the European armies today,
it was because he commanded only 200,000 men, a mere squad.

Or a Burglar.
Friend: What business are you gointg to put your nephew to?
Uncle of Behrer: Well, I havent decided yet, but judging from the hours he keeps
I should say he was naturally cut out for a milkman.

No More at Kirby’s.

Zim fell in love with a girl at the glove counter. He bought gloves every day for
a week. To discourage his attentions she became a manicure.
‘‘Then he had his nails manicured every day, I s’pose?’”’
“Just so, However, I don’t think he’ll follow her any farther.
“Why not?”
“Then she got employment with a dentist.”

What Might Happen.
“Going to war, Clancy?”
Seam.

“Better trim those whiskersa trifle.”
““Why should I do that?”
“You may be accused of sniping from ambush.”

Ask Swift.

“What is the name of your automobile?”’
“T don’t know.”
“Vou don’t know?

What do folks call it?”

“Oh, as to that, father always says ‘The Mortgage’; brother Paul calls it ‘The
Fake’; mother, ‘My Limousine’; sister, ‘Our Car’; grandmother, ‘That Peril’;
the chauffer, ‘Some Freak’; and the neighbors, ‘The Limit’.”’

THE S. M. C. EXPONENT
Good Excuse.
A British soldier in Belgium was one morning wending his way to camp with a
fine rooster in his arms, when he was stopped by his colonel to know if he had been

stealing chickens.
“No, colonel,’’ was the reply.

‘‘I saw the old fellow sitting on the wall, and I

ordered him to crow for England, and he wouldn’t; so I just took him prisoner.”
Taking Advantage.

All the work was mapped out for the new chairwoman, but about the appointed
time she arrived in tears.
“My poor ‘usband was shot in the battle,’’ she said,“‘and ’e’s passed away.”
The employer was all sympathy, gave the widow the half-crown she ought to have
earned, and did'the necessary work herself.
The next day she met the neighbor who recommended the woman, and said:
““You’ve heard, I suppose, about Mrs. W.’s husband being killed?”
““Ves,”’ said her friend. ‘‘But she ought to have got over it by now. It was in
the Boer war.”
5
Can(non)nines.

“The submarines are useful ‘barks’
As thru the sea they bore,
In fact I think they can be called
The under dogs of war.
WE ARE THANKFUL WE ARE NOT IN—
The hospital,

Belgium,
Jail,
Austria,

Springfield,
Lima,
Covington.
-France,
Hock,
Russia,
—sane,
A dentist’s chair,
Poland,

Swiss navy.
The New Slogan.

When Zeppelins begin to fly
O’er the British Empire
Then every one will start to cry

This slogan, ‘‘Swat the flyer.”
Hardly!

“Mexico has chosen a president, with the proviso that he serve twenty days.’’—
News Dispatch. We think that this proviso is entirely unnecessary, as there is no man
who could hold that job for more than twenty days.
-
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THE S. M. C. EXPONENT
My Boast!
Of foolish things I’ve done my share.
I’ve marched in suffragette’s parade,
And preached the prohibition cause,
And thought the G. P. O. was dead.
My feet have followed all the steps
From Turkey trot to Tango Dip—
But still, my face ne’er hid behind

A dozen hairs on the upper lip.

This is a True One.
When St. Mary’s played Antioch at Yellow Springs, one of the Saints was slightly
injured and removed from the game. A certain person, whose identity we will not
disclose, but who happens to be managing this year’s Basket Ball team, walked over
to the player. This young man with his tortoise rimmed specksand self explanatory
overcoat, was no unimportant looking individual. He lifted one of the injured players
arms, and just then one of the fair young Antioch Co-eds was heard to exclaim: “‘O
look! Those St. Mary’s players have brought a doctor with them. I think that is just
grand—and look how tenderly he handles the arm.” But this young “Doctor” heard
none of this, or he might not have taken a car for Springfield so soon after the game as
he did.

Another True One.
A well known character in the Southern part of the city, has been in the habit of
sleeping in a certain barn when the weather makes outdoor sleeping uncomfortable.
One day he met a pal who was without lodging for the evening, and extended an invitation to the homeless one to spend the evening at “Hotel de Rafters.” Night
came. They repaired to the barn and were soon asleep. Along about midnight the pal
awoke and called out:
_
“Skinny get up, there’s rats in the barn.”
“Huh?” came back the muffled groan.
“T say, skin, get up; the rats are running all over the floor.”
“‘Gwan go to sleep, there ain’t no rats here.”

“I say there are.

Dontcha hear that noise?’’

“That noise!” responded th esleepy voice ‘‘aw-w that’s just the janitor turnin’

off de steam heat.”
In Ohio.
Willie: who had just been reading the paper, ‘‘Mom, I believe I got the foot and
mouth disease.’’
Mother: ‘‘Nonesense. What makes you think that?”
Willie: ‘“‘Well my frosted feet itch like blazes, and I got an awful toothache.”’
We’re Willin’.

We hope then when next years Lecture Course is arranged Oberlander will be engaged to give an impersonation of well known characters. We are in a position to
believe that his offering would be immensely popular.

As this is booked as a joke column, we offer the following as the best joke of the
season: ‘The neutrality of the U. S. in the European War.”’

The McCabe-Shepherd-Coe Co.
O. P. McCABE, President

JANE COE GARDNER, Vice President

BRUCE C. SHEPHERD, Secretary-Treasurer

SECOND FLOOR, REIBOLD BUILDING
Phones:

Bell 526, Home 4728 and 6665

Representing Leading Fire, Casuality and Bonding Companies.
PROMPT AND
re ee
IN ALL INSURANCE
LINES

Our Line of.....

Sporting Goods
PLEASE THE ATHLETES AT
ST. MARY’S COLLEGE
No Better Goods Made

Send for Catalog

The Draper & Maynard Co.

PLYMOUTH, N. H.
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If Your Ad. Were Here
We Would be Reading It

BE OF GOOD CHEER
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and escape many of the ills of life by using the
genuine INDIAN HERB TABLETS.
Prepared for the Great American Herb Co.,
Washington, D. C., (and sold by Geo. H. Parker
since 1899.) For any disease induced by Constipation. And enough of Parker’s K. & B.
a Herb Tablets to keep the urinary organs
normal.

A fine line of comic and souvenir Post Cards, and Branch Office of The.
Dayton Laundry Co., at my store, 324 E. Fifth St., Dayton, Ohio.

A transfer point, West of Cor. Fifth and Browns Sts.

Tell the ‘*Man’’ you saw his ad. in The Exponent

% Dollars for Dollars $
Men and Boys’ CLOTHING, HATS and HABERDASHERY. UNIFORMS and CAPS for RAILWAY SERVICE

Fine Woolens and Tailors’ Trimmings
We are TAILORS and MAKE
CLOTHES to MEASURE

The H. Hollencamp Sons Co.
13-15 S. Jefferson near Market,

$$$ $$$ $ $ $

Lily Brew

NotNotNotNotNotNod

The embodiment of
QUALITY and PURITY

NatlNotNn

$$$
$ $$$$

-

DAYTON, OHIO
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Dee Bee
Cream Ale

Its delicious taste.

A substantial and wholesome

Its mild and exquisite flavor

nourishment—A health giving

has made it the People’s favorite BEER.

tonic for the tired worn out
system.

Sold only in bottles

On draught at all bars

Order a Case for Home
Use.

Case Orders Piomptly
Filled.

The Dayton Breweries Co. |
DAYTON, OHIO
ONGING

Tell the ‘‘Man”’ you saw his ad. in The Exponent.

Telephone Bell M 1271

Telepone Home 6645

Cold? We Havea Way of Making You Warm!

The F. A. Requarth Company
LUMBER AND MILL WORK
Monument Ave and Sears St.

DAYTON, OHIO

THE TRUAX HARDWARE COMPANY
Successors to GEORGE GRABEDINKLE
307 to 311 Wayne Avenue
HARDWARE, PUMPS, SEEDS, PAINTS, CARPENTERS’
TOOLS AND BUILDERS’ HARDWARE
Also Sole Agents for

COLE’S HOT BLAST STOVES AND RANGES
Let Us Demonstrate the Quality of These Stoves.

The Olt Brewing Co.

Olt’s Cream Ale
Has Gained Public Favor on Account of

SUPERB TONIC -PROPERTIES

“Superba Beer’ 9
The MALT BEVERAGE of Exceptional
Quality—Once
Phones:

Used,

Always

Desired.

Home 2164 and 2174

Just say—‘*Exponent,”’ and please our advertisers

Bell 860

Health and Happiness
ARE HABITUAL WITH THOSE WHO DRINK
HOLLENCAMP’S BEER REGULARLY

HEALTH---Because Hollen-

camp’s ‘Golden Glow” beer is
wholesome

and_

nutritious.

HAPPINESS---Because it is

refreshing, palatable and a
chaser of tired feeling of either body or mind.
Have us send you a case. Before it is gone you will
already have begun to feel its beneficial effects

HOLLENCAMP’S
(Independent) Brewing Co.
==>]

BOTH

PHONES =,

Tell the “Man” you saw his ad. in The Exponent.

Duell’s Bread
And Confectionery are used
by the S. M. C. Four
Hundred
This should be a sufficient
recommendation

A. H. DUELL, 61 Little St.

$2.00 Bill Cody
HAT that tops them all

$3.00

worth of hat quality for $2.00.

Paying More is Overpaying
5-7-9 Arcade—19 E. 5th St.
Have added new department at
Fifth St. store Gents Furnishing.

Popular Prices Prevail

The John A. Murphy Co. The Patterson Tool
& Supply Company

COAL

COKE

38 North Main Street

Main Office, 224 S. Ludlow St.

Mechanics’ tools of every description. Iron
and Wood Working Machinery, Factory
supplies for all classes of Manufacturing.

Old Reliable S. M. C. Boys Buy

BELL 888

ADAM DEGER’S

CAKES AND
CONFECTIONS
Brown St. and Union Ave.
Chas. W. Schaeffer
Geo. H. Gengnagel

Home 8828

McDermont & Clemens
FINE PLUMBING
Broomell’s Vapor System of Heating
a Specialty for Residences,
Schools and Churches
23 N. Jefferson St.

DAYTON

OHIO

Bell -Phone Main 33
Home Phone 3333

Schaeffer & Gengnagel
Jobbers and Retailers of

Coal, Sewer Pipe, Building Material

Portland and Hydraulic Cement

If YOUR AD. were here,
oursubscribers would know

you have something to sell
them!

812 to 828 E. Fifth St., DAYTON, OHIO
Tell the ‘‘Man’”’ you saw his ad. in The Exponent.

THE WM. FOCKE’S SONS CO.
Dealers in a Full Line of All Kinds of

Meats, Lard and Provisions

|

If You Want the Best, Use Focke’s
FREE DELIVERY TO ALL PARTS OF THE CITY
Phones: Bell, East 132 and 133; Home 2305

1004-1006 East Fifth Street

Packing House:

East Springfield Street

PNALNGONIINGINGINGINGIN
GINGIA

WHY NOT YOU?
ALL S. M. C. STUDENTS RELISH

©

ICK CREAM

\
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—-Made by——

THE SWARTZEL ICE CREAM Co.
23-35 WEST FOURTH STREET

Leonard B. Witte

Joseph H. Tegenkamp

CATHOLIC LIBRARY STORE
——DEALERS IN-—

f

PRAYER

BOOKS,
RELIGIOUS ARTICLES, PICTURES
Importers of
Candles, Sanct. Oil,
Vestments, Laces,
Incense, Charcoal,
Banners, Chalices,
Tapers, Ete.

Ostensoria, Etc.

411 E. Fifth St.

Mission Supplies.

Home Phone 11199

DAYTON, OHIO

r

(ZONAR’S CANDIES)
are Wholesome, Pure and Delicious.

THE FINEST ICE CREAM IN DAYTON
20 South Main Street

Fifth and Ludlow Streets

4 East Third Street

heannem

pce

140 South Main Street

nencnttes
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Just say—‘‘Exponent,’’ and please our advertisers.

connec

A GOOD WORD
IS HEARD ON EVERY SIDE ABOUT
OUR ‘‘SEPIA PORTRAITS’?

THE LEEZER STUDIO
SUCCESSORS TO THE BOWERSOX STUDIO
137 Canby Building

Dayton, Ohio
OPTICIANS
DIAMOND EXPERTS
FINE REPAIRING

DIAMONDS, WATCHES,
JEWELRY
17 East Fifth Street
DAYTON, OHIO

FCATcctasttttsaremetimion

Laurel Butter Crackers
BEST ON EARTH

Manufactured only by

The Dayton Biscuit Company
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

For Dress We Suggest
that ‘‘nifty’’ English shoe, made
with a moderate toe.

Not built on

42 E. Third St.
Just say—**Exponent,’’ and please our advertisers.

,.hCOU

QUALITY
CUT RATE DRUGS

PRETZIN GER
33 East Third Ttreet

MIKE

A.

NIPGEN’*&C®.

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in All Kinds of

WINES AND LIQUORS
SOLE OWNERS OF NIPGEN’S MALT RYE
The Best for the Palate and Medicinal Purposes in the World.

Distributers of Sheboygan Mineral Water and World Famous Ginger
Ale and Sunny Brook Whiskey.
Bell Phone 397.

Home 2397

136 EAST THIRD STREET

WM. F. FREY |Buckeye Barbers
Wholesale Dealers in

Supply

_ the

CHEESE

Company

td eebuy —— ——. —

Knives: Shears, HairBruihes, Combe te
CLARENCE S. WIGGIM

228-230 Bainbridge Street

Home Phone 3227

=

214 East ThirdStreet

W. J. SHERER Co.
25 Perrine St.
DAYTON, OHIO
Bell Phone 3893

INTERIOR DECORATORS

AURORA PAINT
GUARANTEED ABSOLUTELY PERFECT

Spartan Art Stains and Fillers
Muresco Wall Finish
The Dayton Paint Supply Co.
OPERATING DEPOT

DISTRIBUTERS anp JOBBERS

L

431-433 435 E. 5ta St.

19-21-23 S. JacKson St.

DAYTON, OHIO

fe

Professional Men and Men in
all lines of business are found in
the Exponent.
There is a reason!

It’s a good medium to get before the public.

WENTY-FIVE YEARS FROM NOW
You will wonder just how you looked when in college, young and full of vigor. Wecan furnish you a copy
of YOUR LIKENESS that will please you.

SMITH BROS., Photographers
18 EAST FOURTH STREET
Tell the ‘‘Man”’ you saw his ad. in The Exponent.

wv
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THE MARIETTA PAINT AND COLOR CO., Marietta, O#I0

The William Hall
Electric Co.
Supplies and
Construction

118 W. Fourth Street

DAYTON, OHIO

BERNHARD BROS.
BLENDS ovariry
-

Roasters of High Grade Coffees
Jobbers of Teas and Spices
You cannot afford to pass us by when
in the market.
Ask Your Grocer

BERNHARD BROS.
Pine and Marshall Sts.

DAYTON, OHIO

THE

Herman Soehner
Sole Agent

GARLAND
STOVES
Roofing and Spouting,
General Jobbing

112 South Jefferson Street
Be sure and ask for

John T. Barlow Co.

Dayton Ice Cream
Absolutely Pure and Wholesome
Manufactured by

Wholesale

DaytonIceCream
and Dairy Co.
Dry Goods and Notions
Third and Sears Sts.

Home Phone 2688

DAYTON, O.

Bell Phone 688

Perfection Butter is the Best.

YOUNG MAN!

anything new in Hats
The Dayton Lumber and If thereandis Caps,
we have it.
Manufacturing Co.
Hamiel Hat Co.
LUMBER LATH AND SHINGLES
Manufacturers of
DOORS, SASH, BLINDS
And All Kinds of Mill Work

EXCLUSIVE $1.00 and $2.00
HATTERS
for Men, Young Men and Boys
Corner Fifth and Ludlow St.

Tell the ‘‘Man’’ you saw his ad. in The Exponent.
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Cie ie ie ie Sie SieWeDe a

a SieSa

a Da Die DieSe taNaSa te a teMeMateSa SiaSeSeSeSeeeeeieSeSe She SeSeSe SteOe aeae ae ee

DR. F. S. KELLER

:

DENTIST
:

4-5-6 LYRIC THEATRE BLDG.

=

Bell Phone, Main 989

:

Home Phone 5522

Bell Main 1429

&

Home 4839

Albert Pretzinger—Edw. P. Musselman
ARCHITECTS
1125-28, 1138-39 Reibold Building
Tel. Bell 1908

DAYTON, OHIO

Tel. Home 3747| Phone Has 48s Phone Maina
ne eee
2485

;

Ben Westbrock
UNDERTAKER

Photographer}
20-22 East Third St.
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YOUR

:

718 Wayne Ave.
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Office: Main 865
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R. E. FLORY, D.D.S.
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Dayton, Ohio

thoroughly masticated. To masticate properly you
must have good teeth.

= Suite 607 Conover Bldg.
=

= tue USE OF MY NEW
MODERN CHAPEL FREE

¥
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